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-FOREWORD- 


This  Sbng  Book  was  the  property  of  the  l8th*Pursuit  Group  of  the 
Pire-^orld  War  II  period.  It  has  been  reproduced  from  the  original  in 
the  interest  of  our  unit  esprit  de  corns  which,  in  the  past,  has  rarely 
been  equalled.  The  original  Song  Book  was  loaned  to  the  lSth  Fighter 
Bomber  Wing  by  Major  General  Kenneth  F,  Bergquist,  Director  of  Operations, 
headquarters  USKF  who,  as  a  Captain,  was  Operations  Officer  of  the  16th 
j.Ursuit  (later  Fighter  and  Fighter  Bomber)  Group  from  June  to  February 
1941,  and  Commander  of  the  44th  Pursuit  (later  Fighter  and  Fighter  Bomber) 
squadron  from  27  February  to  3  October  194-1  •  Captain  (now  Lieutenant 
General,  Retired)  Roger  M.  Ramey,  former  Commander  of  Fifth  Air  Force, 
was  Executive  Officer  of  the  lSth  at  that  time. 


Other  songs  and  poems  at  the  rear  of  the  book  were  accumulated  from 
various  sources  as  representing  a  more  recent  era,  and  will,  no  doubt, 
be  more  readily  recognisable  to  airmen  of  the  present.  The  addition  is 
by  no  means  all  inclusive.  Where  there  is  no  inusic  to  the  poems, 
recourse  to  a  Tin  Pan  Alley  hopeful  is  recommended. 

It  is  my  hope  that  you  -  the  officers  and  men  of  the  18th  Fighter 
Bomber  Wing  -  will  read  this  book  from  cover  to  cover,  and  that  you  will 
discover  in  it  some  of  the  valuable  heritage  and  popular  history  of  your 
predecessors  in  the  Wing.  This  history  has  been  accumulating  for  thirty 
years,  in  which  the  Wing  has  garnered  more  than  its  share  of  honors  in 
two  wars  and  has,  in  times  of  peace,  efficiently  prepared  other  men  for 
the  coming  conflicts.  These  songs  are  a  part  of  that  heritage;  the  words 
were  born  of  the  ingenuity  of  its  personnel.  Be  they,  humorous,  sentimental 
or  sad,  or  even  tinged  with  good-natured  vulgarity,  it  is  hoped  that  we 
shall  hear  these  songs  loud  and  long  at  such  times  as  fighter  Pilots, 
maintenance  and  supply  men,  and  administrative  personnel  get  together 
for  the  time-honored  American  Old-fashioned  bull  session. 
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ROBERT  C.  ORTI 
Colonel  USAF 
Commander 
1  January  1957 
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This  compilation  of  Air  Corps  Songs  is  an  attempt  to  fill  a 
long  felt  need.  By  searching  available  resources  and  through 
contributions  of  individuals,  wo  have  collected  herein  a  number 
of  songs  written  during  the  World  War  Wo.  1  and  thereafter  at 
different  times  and  under  various  circumstances. 

Many  of  the  verses  are  well  known.  Others  are  not.  The  music  for 
most  of  the  verses  is  not  included  but  all  render  themselves  adapt¬ 
able  to  some  well  known  air.  Appearing  also  are  a  number  of  songs  of 
othor  services,  well  known  for  their  melodies  and  usually  rendered 
by  all  service  "Barber  Shop  Quartets"  at  about  2300  on  Saturday 
nights  * 

We  are  grateful  to  all  contributors  and  express  our  appreciation 
to  the  Order  of  Daedalians  ("Songs  of  the  Army  Flyers")  and  to 
the  authors  of  "Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Mo",  from  which  song 
books  many  of  the  verses  herein  were  taken.  The  contributors 
listed  are  not  necessarily  the  authors  of  the  verses.  To  the  un¬ 
known  authors  we  therefor  express  cur  indebtedness.  We  are  most 
appreciative  of  the  "pick  and  shovel"  work  of  Lieutenants  P.  Smith 
and  G,  L.  Wertenbackor ,  S/Sgt.  J.  H.  Balster,  and  Corp.  N.  J.  DeBoer 
in  the  preparation  of  this  song  book.  It  is  hoped  to  improve  it  by 
adding  other  songs.  Any  contributions  contributing  to  this  will  be 
gratefully  received. 

Air  Corps  tradition  is  predicated  upon  meeting  grave  and  difficult 
situations  with  light  hearts  and  high  spirit^  upon  viewing  poss¬ 
ibilities  of  sudden  death  with  detachment  and  levity.  It  is  a 
tradition  which  carries  us  through  trial  and  tribulation  to  ultim¬ 
ate  successful  accomplishment.  That  tradition  is  expressed  in  songs 
of  the  Air  Corps.  We  hope  that,  by  the  compilation  of  this  group 
of  songs,  we  have  contributed  our  little  bit  to  the  esprit  do  corps 
and  traditions  of  the  Air  Corps. 


For  the  Officers  and  Men  of  the  13th  Pursuit  Groups 

K,  N«  Walker, 

Major,  Air  Corps, 

Commanding. 

20  June  1940* 


(Note:  This  book  is  not  for  sale  and  is  not  to  be  sold) 
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(Reprinted  from  "Songs  My  Mother  lever  Taught  Me") 


It  is  a  well  known  fact  that  the  Air  Service  (flying  personnel, 

Ki-wis  and  others)  made  a  considerable  hit  with  whatever  ladies  were  pro- > 
sent.  Infantrymen  will  say,  "No  wonder,  the  aviators  weren’t  bothered  by 
the  war  particularly.  They  had  to  spend  tljfir  time  doing  something.  With 
the  trick  uniforms.  Once  in  front  of  the  Air  Service  Headquarters  at  445 
Avenue  Montaigno,  Paris,  France,  a  group  off American  Aviators  found  them¬ 
selves  saluting  a  General,  The  General  was;  a  very  well-known  American  and 
•famous  for  his  hard-boiled  manner.  He  gave? the  pilots  one  look.  Their 
uniforms  nearly  caused  him  heart- failure,  I 

"What  Army  do  you  belong  to?"  he  roarld. 

"The  United  States  Army,  Sir,"  answered  one  informative  young 
Second  Lieutenant,  | 

"Well,"  continued  the  General,  "I’ll  be  God-damned  if  you’d  ever 
know  it  from  the  uniforms  you’ro  wcarin’ ."  * 

In  every  community  there  are  a  few  folks  who  know  the  "only  authentic 
version"  of  "Frankie  and  Johnnie",  Avoid  them!  Under  certain  conditions 
(particularly  when  crossed  in  an  argument)  they  become  violent.  The  Army 
versions  noted  below  lack  quite  a  lot  of  the  Rabelaisian  verve,  found  in 
the  original.  For,  according  to  the  "authentic"  St,  Louis  ballad,  Frankie 
was  a  simple  lady  of  the  streets,  living  in  a  "crib  house  with  only  two 
doors",  who  gave  all  she  earned  to  Johnnie,  who  in  turn  spent  it  on  seme 
of  his  other  sweethearts,  thereupon  two-timing  Frankie.  "He  was  her  man 
and  he  done  her  wrong,"  etc. 

As  in  the  case  of  most  songs  of  the  olden  days,  Frankie  and  Johnnie 
(up  are  told)  dates  back  to  1850;  the  lyrics  arc  of  necessity  quite- sad. 
Folks,  it  seems  (in  the  olden  days),  wanted  to  know  about  the  poor  little 
dead  baby,  or  the  murdered  lover,  or  the  husbandless  wife,  or  about  the 
wrongs  men  do  women,  etc.  In  practically  every  version  of  "Frankie  and 
Johnnie"  someone  gets  bumped  off  and  in  the  45th  verse,  the  moral  is  brought 
out,  namely,  "There  ain’t  no  good  in  men,"  ’cause  "he  was  her  man  and  he 
done  her  wrong." 
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Frankie  and  Johnnie  were  Ifcveifs. 

They  were  both  making  the  war* 

Frankie,  she  knew  her  sweet  Johnnie, 

And  she  didn.'t  trust  him 
So  far*  She  was  his  gal* 

Bus  she  done  him  wrong . 

Frankie,  she  worked  for  the  Red  Cross, 
Johnnie,  he  flew  in  the  Air. 

When  Frankie  and  Johnnie  went  walkin', 
Soldiers  said,  "Man,  what  apaitl" 

She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong. 
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Orders  said  Frankie  and  Johnnie 
Should  not  be  together  no  more. 

Then  Frankie  was  'fraid  her  sweet  Johnnie 
Would  do  her  as  others  before  )  /V 

She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong.  /  <  '>*! 

There  was  a  Colonel  who  wanted  Frankie, 

Wanted  her  for  his  own  girl. 

And  when  he  popped  her  the  question. 

He  gave  her  a  necklace  of  pearl* 

She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong.  fJi 

- 

Johnnie  knew  then  why  the  order  ■  "-Or 

kept  him  and  Frankie  apart*  S  0  — 

So  with  his  hard  shoot  in'  psidearm  ^  \  ~ 

The  Colonel  was  shot  through  the  heart  ^ 

She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong.  \ 

,y£e 

So  Frankie,  she  got  a  new  pilot,  \fj  ~ 

A  pilot  who  knew  how  to  love. 

They  swore  they'd  bo  true  to  each  other, 

As  true  as  the  stars  up  above* 

She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong. 

Poor  Johnnie  went  off  to  the  prison 
And  carried  a  ball  and  a  chain, 
because  he  had  humped  off  the  Colonel, 

For  tryin'  to  pick  up  his  Jane. 

She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong. 

There  was  another  "Johnnie  and  Frankie"  dirgo,  known  to  us  at_ 

"Day  Bomber's  Lament".  It  was  about  two  fine  young  American  aviators 
who  were  caught  in  a  D.H,4,  known  to  the  great  common  people  of  the  U.S. 
as  the  Liberty  plane.  , 

Frankie  and  Johnnie  were  bombers,  MJ 

Oh,  my  God,  how  they  could  bomb. 

Frankie,  he  had  a  Croix  de  Guerre, 

And  Johnnie,  he  had  the  Palm. 

Those  noor  damned  fools  -  they  done 
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Con't  from  Page.  1 


Frankie,  he  flew  ih  fe-filii.;  . 

•Twas  Just  a  damned  flying  hharse , 

Sent  'em  over  to  the  A.S.F., 

'Cause  they  didn't  have  nothin  worse 

Those  poor  damned  fools  -  they  done  'em  wrong. 

Heinie  sat  up  in  his  Fokker, 

Fokker  was  built  to  fly. 

Heinie  pulled  back  on  the  joy-stick, 

And  she  reared  right  up  in  the  sky. 

Those  poor  damned  fools  -  they  done  'em  wrong. 


Heinie  slid  South  over  Conf Ians, 

Some  nice  easy  meat  to  spy, 

'Till  way  down  below  he  saw  the  D.H. , 

A  slowly  flop-floppin'  by . 

Those  poor  damned  fools  -  they  done  ' em  wrong . 

h  ,-£>  Heinie  nosed  down  on  the  D.H. 

His  guns,  they  went  tibk,  tick,  tack, 

%  the  second  burst  of  his  Spandau, 

Caught  Johnnie  square  in  the  back. 

Those  poor  damned  fools  -  they  done  'em  wrong. 


Frankie,  he  turned  to  Johnnie, 

And  he  said,  'tehoot  naq" , 
n  Hut  Johnnie  was  up  at  the  Pearly  Gates, 
A-hoarin'  the  Angels  toot. 

Those  poor  damned  fools  -  they*  dorte  'em  wrong. 
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Heinie  dove  straight  on  the  D.H.  ( 

^nd  He  held  the  trigger  back,  -v 
'Till  the  D.H.  whirled  in  a  cloud  of  smoke, 

7  ?-7-'*-And  the  smoke  was  mighty  black.  / 
w  Those  poor  damned  fools  -  they  done/' em  wrong. 

Forty-seven  flea-bitten  Heinies  \ 
and  ono  burlap  sack,  '• 

Carried  Franiie  and  Johnnib  to  the  bone yard, 
And  thoy  cint  a-ccmin'  back.  } 

Those  poor  damned  fools  —/they  done-"’ 'em  wrong. 
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•  "LOilG  W:Y  TO  KICKIM  FIELD"  . 

(Tunc  -  "Long  Way  to  Tipperary")  (Words  by  Lt.  G.L.  Werteribaker) 


It’s  a  long  way  to  Hickam  Field,  Boayj 
It’s  a  long  way  to  go. 

It's  a  long  way  down  to  the  Bombers, 

To  tho  strangest  place  I  know. 

There's  no  pursuit  there,  1  mean  at  Hickaiaj 
All  Bombers  on  the  line. 

So  Vie' 11  have  to  shelve  our  loops  and  our  snaprolls 


'Till  somo  other  time. 


"BQrJBSD  LAST  NIGHT" 

(Tune  -  "Drunk  Last  Night")  (Nr cm  -  "Songs  Hy  Mother  Never  Taught  Me") 

Bombed  last  night, 

Bombed  the  night  before, 

Gonna  get  bombed  tonight, 

If  we  never  get  bombed  no  more. 

When  we’re  bombed,  we’re  as  scared  rs  we  can  be. 

Oh,  God  damn  the  bombin’  planes  from  Germany* 

They’re  over  us, 

They’re  over  us, 

One  dug-out  for  the  four  of  us, 

Glory  bo  to  God  there  are  no  more  of  us, 

'Cause  one  of  us  could  fill  it  all  alone. 


" ' TWAS  FRIDAY  MORN" 

(Tune  -  'Twas  Friday  Morn")  (Words  by  Lt.  F.  Smith)  ' 

'Twas  Friday  morn,  when  we  took  off 
In  the  midst  of  a  dawn  mirage. 

Then  the  Captain  spied  some  Hickam  Bombardiers 
All  pink  and  grey  comcuflago. 

CHORUS: 

Oh,  the  B-18's  may  roar,  nay  roar 
For  very  soon  they'll  be  no  more, 

'Cause  we  peashooters  are  climbing  to  the  sky, 

To  dive  on  the  Bombers  down  below,  below,  below  - 
To  dive  on  the  Bombers  down  below. 


THE  FU:ST  PURSUIT 

(Tunc  -  "I'm  a.  Rambling  Wreck11)  (Contributed  by  Cc.pt.  R.M.  Ramey ) 

When  I  wcs  but  a  little  led , 

My  Mother,  she  sc id  to  no, 

"Listen  to  mo,  my  son,  my  led, 

And  you  will  eventually  soe. 

Stay  rwr.y  fir  on  those  Bombardment  Groups, 

Tho  Observation,  too. 

Just  strap  a  P-1  on  your - ; 

It’s  the  First  Pursuit  for  you." 

Nose  down,  wide  out. 

Pull  her  up  in  a  zoom. 

We'll  get  on  your  tail; 

You'll  fall  down  and  go  boom! 

I  like  my  women  crooked 
And  I'll  take  my  viskey  clear. 

I'm  a  member  of  the  First  Pursuit, 

And^a  hell  of  a  guy  for  beer. 


\..I  Hi, VS  TAKEN  TH 
(Tunc  -  Kipling's  ''The  Ladies") 


i_a£Ras ( 

(Contributed  by  Major  Kenneth  N.  Walker) 


I  have  taken  the  years  as  I  have  found  them; 

I  hr vc  looped  and  rolled  in  ny  tine . 

I  have  had  some  grand  old  cross-countries, 

And  most  of  the  lot,  they  were  fine. 

But  the  end  of  it  all,  it  were  sudden, 
i  woke  in  a  hospital  brie  >  • 

With  the  echos  of  borrowed  tine 
Doing  wing-overs  in  the  air. 

Now  I  have  taken  ny  fun  where  1  have  found  it. 
But  now  I  must  pay  for  ny  fun. 

For  the  hours  you  spend  in  tho  sky  jazzing 
Must  be  paid  for  one  by  ono. 

The  doctors  rebuilt  ny  expression? 

My  walk  is  painful  to  see? 

So  bo  warned  by  ny  lot. 

Which  I  know  you  will  not, 

And  learn  about  flying  fron  no. 
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Tune  "X  Love  You  Truly")  (Words  by  Lt.  G.L,  Wertenbakor) 


Over  the  clouds,  lads? 
Come,  we  will  ga. 

Wc  have  the  spirit; 

We *  11  show  tho  foe . 

S  no  will  return, 

And  only  they  can  tell , 
Which  went  to  Heaven 
And  which  went  to  Hell. ■ 
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THE  INSTRUCTOR’S  LRMENT 
(Contributed  by  Major  Kenneth  N.  Walker) 

1.  When  you  give  her  the  gun, 

Don’t  try  to  zoom, 

For  in  the  graveyard  below  you 
There  is  plenty  of  room. 

CHORUS: 

I  don't  vent-  anymore  flying; 

I  want  to  stay  on  the  ground. 

2.  When  you're  close  to  the  ground, 
Don't  try  vortical  eights, 

For  they'll  ship  you  away 
In  yellow  pine  crates. 

3.  When  you  give  hin  the  stick 
Be  sure  you're  high, 

For  most  of  those  cadets 
Don't  know  ground  from  the  sky. 

4.  When  you're  up  in  the  air, 

Frey  ho  don't  freeze  the  stick. 

For  some  of  the  ground 

Is  nighty  dann  thick, 

5.  Have  your  ship  inspected 
By  a  First  Class  Sorgo; 

Or  you  will  wear  silver  handles 
On  your  fuselage. 

6.  You'll  hear  the  guy 

Who'll  say,  without  turning  a  hair, 
"Why,  ny  friond, 

"I've  had  10,000  hours  in  the  airl" 
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BESIDE  THE  BiSWMRI  A T  ST.  M1HIEL 
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(Roprintcd  from  "Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Me")  ^'V 
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"Oh,  I 'n  going  to  n  better  lend, 

They  souse  there  every  night 5 
Where  cocktails  grow  on  crab-apple  trees, 

And  everyone  stays  tight. 

Where  bugles  never  blow  at  all, 

Where  no' one  winds,  the  clocks, 
dnd  drops  of  Johnnie  Walker 
Cone  trickling  down  the  rocks." 

The  brave  young  lad  was  bouncing  off, 

But  as  he  passed  away, 

We  saw  his  lips  were  moving, 

"My  friends,  it  was  this  way: 

The  God  danned  motor  wouldn’t  hit, 

Tho  struts  were  far  too  few, 

A  tractor  hit  the  gas  tank 
And  the  flamin’  juice  came  through." 

"Oh,  I’m  going  to  a  better  land, 

Where  motors  always  run, 
j  Whore  house-wives  hand  out  juleps 
-Kdnd  pilots  grow  a  bun. 

Whore  they’ve  got  no  Sops,  no  Spads,  no  Sals, 

And  not  a  bloody,  flamin’  four 

And  absinthe  frappos.  cool  and  stout, 

Aro  served  at  every  store. 


V 

L 


{  / 


who  flow  sono  tii  ig  with  Itrilcn  ^4^  service  > 
later  on  the  Flavor 

In  the  sedond  Verse ,  the  referehoe  nado  to  the  dive  of  the  iokk^rs 
brinrs  to  nind  the  inability  of  the  Nieuports  and  other  ships  usee,  by 
Alliod  forces  to  eiit-divc  the  Gernan  planes. _  The  Nieuports  stripped 

the  drnVhs  off  the  entering  edges  of  their  tip  wings  in  ■-  vc 
thus,  we  lost  na.ny  good  pilots. 

In  the  third  verso,  the  Ki-wi  (pronounced  Keewee) 
aviator  Officer  7  s  one  tries  called  a  ground-hog.  (S^o  the  Ki**  A  b 

In  the  fourth  verso,  one  finds  the  worst  advice  an  aviatorever 
received.  If  a  pilot  wants  to  get  killed,  lot  hxn  fly  low  and  slow.  High 
and  fast  is  the  only  safe  way  of  flying  so  far  discovered. 

To  be  sung  very  solonnly  and  to  be  reuenbarsd  every  tine  sono 
.  vild  flying  idea  is  advanced  by  a  non-flying  enthusiast. 

1.  Oh,  I  an  a  jolly  piloto. 

I  land  like  a  galloping  goose. 

My  notor  barks  like  a  coyote  5 
My  wings  and  ny  wires  are  loose. 


CHORUS i 


Oh,  you  can't  fool  the  soldier  with  the 
shovel  and  the  spado 

For  percentages  will  got  you  bye  a-nc.  bye. 
Then  lady  luck,  I  fear,  will  play 
Tricks  on  you,  old  dorr,  \ 

And  the  jolly  piloto  has  to  die.-  \ 


2.  I  know  I  ain't  got  a  chanco. 

When  the  Fokkors  start  to  dive,  \ 
And  when  the  Archies  nr.ke  nc  dance,  \ 
I  know  I'll  not  cone  out  alive.  , 


3.  Now  if  I  was  a  Ki-wi, 

With  flyin'  pay  to  boot,  \  sZ 

I  wouldn*t  giyo  a  poewee,  \  /  V 

■Who  those  sons-a-shoot.  '  ‘Jf  1  ,/V 

4.  Now  when  I  joined  up  for  the  air,  ^  *>'/ / 

Maria  said,  "If  you  nust  go, 


\  \V 


Sa.vo  nc  the  worry  and  care, 
By  flying  low  and  slow." 


■o'tv 


-•  -- 


AN  AIRMAN’S  'HYMN 


When  the  lest  long  flight  la  over. 
And  the  hrpp^*  landing's  prst, 

And  ny  altimeter  tells  ne 
That  the  crack-up' s  cone  at  last. 
I'll  swirig  her  nose  to  the  ceiling, 
And  I'll  give  ny  crate  the  gun* 

I'll  opoil  her  up,  and  let  her  zoon 
For  the  airport  at  the  sun. 

And  the  great  God  of  flying  nen 
Will  snile  at  ao  sort,  of  slow 
As  I  store  ny  crate  in;  the  hangar 
On  the  field  where  filers  go. 

Then  I'll  look  upon  His  face. 

The  Alnighty  flying  Boss, 

Whose  wingspread  fills  the  heavens 
Eron  Orion  to  the  Cross. 


Above  the  trenors  of  .the  world, 

Tho  black  norass  of  greed  and  hate, 

Your  wings  of  silverware  unfurled 
Where  the  clean  winds  of  Heaven  wait 
To  bear  you  on. . .and  when  tho  night 
Draws  close  around  your  lonely  barque, 

A  million  starry  candles  light 
A  shining  path  across  the  dark. 

God  grant  your  ship  feay  aver  go 
In  pc  ace...  that  you  nay  never  rain 
A  leadon  stream  of  Death  and  woe 
Upon  sonc  hapless  tow  or  plain. 

May  folks  who  hear  your  friendly  roar 
Look  up  to  bless  the  course  you  fly. 

Nor  ever  learn  to  cringe  before 

Your  hostile  shadow  in  the  sky.  i 

| 

-Frances  M.  Miller  in  New  York  Tincs.f 


A  THOUSAND  THOUGHTS 

(Contributed  by  Lt.  N.W.  Worley) 

The  piece  was  going  down  in  flcnosj 
I  pulled  the  cord  end  dropped, 

But  something  happened  to  the  'chute. 

For  ny  descent  did  never  stop. 

4x  thousand  thoughts  ran  through  ny  head 
As  I  began  to  fall. 

- 'd  had  so  many  scrapes  with  Death; 

Was  this  to  end  it  all? 

I  thought  of  all  ny  childhood  days, 

And  Ma  so  kind  and  sweet 

in  those  last  few  pr ocious  seconds 

Sre  Death  I  was  to  meet. 

I  thought  of  all  those  war-tine  days 
When  Death  I  oft  did  cheat j 
I  thought  of  all  the  struggles 
In  this  life  I'd  tried  to  beat. 

I  thought  of  (wife’s  none)  waiting, 

My  adorable  little  wife, 

And  all  at  once  I  realized 
Just  how  sweat  was  life. 

Just  then  as  I  thought  it  ovc 
That  I  would  crash  to  the  sod, 

The  'chute  pulled  up  with  a  jerk. 

Stayed  by  the  Hand  of  God l 


(By  an  airnan  before  his  last  hop) 


"DON'T  SEJHD  MY  BOY" 


(Contributed  by  Capt.  R.M.  Raney) 

"Don't  send  ny  boy  to  Princeton," 

The  dying  Mother  said. 

"Don't  send  ny  boy  to  Harvard; 

I'd  sooner  see  hin  dead." 

"Don't  send  ny  boy  to  Rutgers; 

No  better  is  Cornell. 

Don't  send  ny  boy  to  Randolph  Field; 

I'd  see  hin  first  in  Hell'." 
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"EIGHT. JiENTH  INTERCEPTOR  GROUP" 


(Words  by  Lt.  P.  Snith) 


1.  Oh,  the  pilot  of  the  Golden  Bug 
Is  in  his  cockpit  safe  and  snug. 

Is  everything  all  okey-doke? 

No,  there  goes  to  earth  in  snokot 

SipRUS: 

away,  away,  with  sword  and  drun. 

Here  they  cone,  full  of  run. 

Looking  for  s one thing  to  put  on  the  bun, 
The  Eighteenth  Interceptor  Group. 

2.  Flic  Linger '  s  a  Medical  nan 

Who  fiddles  around  as  nuch  as  he  can. 

Wo  have  to  cough  and  we  have  te  linger 
While  ho  probes  with  index  finger* 

3.  The  86th ,  they  went  too  far 
In  getting  that  new  Chevy  car. 

The  rest  of  us  arc  just  the  nassos, 

But  they  all  can  dss  our  feet. 

4*  Hail  t  rose  Hula  reside  ns  shy, 

Dark  Hawaiian  Lorelei. 

When  oar  airships  lie  in  wrecks. 

There's  nothing  like  a  little  song. 

5*  Hero's  to  all  brass-hatted  errs 

Who  love  to  snoka  those  good  cigars. 

They  pick  the  place  where  we  shall  dwell, 

And  pick  us  all  by  lot  -  LIKE  HELL. 


to 
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FOGS  ABOVE  TEH  CHANNEL 


Horc  is  the  Air  Corps  version  of  the  Merino  Hynen  - 
Contributed  by  Major  Kenneth  If.  Walker. 


Fren"'  the  fogs  above  the  channel 
To  the  top  peak  of  the  Vosges 
V/e  have  fought  our  country’s  battles. 
We  have  shot  down  all  our  foes. 

If  the  Navy,  and 'ferine  Cbrpc  ' 

Sven  gain  to  Heaven's  shores, 

They  will  find  the  angels | 

Sleeping  with  the  Amy  Flying  Corps. 
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MARINE  HYMN 

(Reprinted  fr on  "Songs  My  Mother  Never  Tough t  Me") 

_This  is  the  hynn  of  the  U.S.  Merino  Corps.  -  as  nuch  r  part  of  their 
regular-  equipment  as  the  bayonet.  It  typifies  tho  spirit  of  non  such  as  the 
one  who  got  it  m  the  belly  -  had  screened  a  bit  in  spite  of  hinsclf  -  and 
then  ha.a  spent  the  rest  of  the  night  and  nest  of  the  next  day,  dry-nouthod 
c.nc.  feverish  under  a  blazing  sun,  trying  to  signal  a  conbrt  patrol  or  a 
stretcher  bearer.  When  they  finally  got  hin  back,  his  words  were,  "An,  I >11 
tull  the  Sergeant  that  wo »d  never  o'  been  caught  by  then  floa-bittcn  goddan- 
"f  ftexptreops  if  the  advance  could' 'a'  kept  up  with  us.  Godnnighty, 

tricks  you  do?,r 


eanbct  training  if  tho  other  people  donrt  know  the  sano 
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Fr  on  the  Halls  of  Montezuna 
To  the  shores  of  Tripoli 
wo  fight  pair  countries'  battles 
On  the  lend  and  on  tho  sea. 

First  to  fight  for  right  and  frecdon 
■i.nd  to  keep  our  honor  clean. 

Wo  are  proud  to  clain  tho  title 
Qf Uni ted  States  Marinos. 

Froa  the  pest  hole  of  Cabitc, 

To  the  ditch  at  Panana, 

You  will  find  then  very  needy 
Of  Marines.  That's  what  we  are. 

We're  the  watch-dogs  of  a  pile  of  coal, 
Or  we  dig  a  nagazino. 

Though  our  job  lots  are  quite  nanifold 
Who  would  not  be  a  nnrino?  ^ _ 

Our  flag' s  unfurled  to  every  breeze, 
Fron  dav&  to  setting  sun; 

We've  fopght  in  every  clinc  and  place 
Where  we  could  take  a  gun. 

In  tho  snows  of  far  off  northern  lands, 
nnd  in  sunny  tropic  scenes, 

You  will  always  find  us  on  the  job. 

The  United  eta tea  Marines* 


Herb's  health  totyou  and  to  our  cores , 
Which  wo  ape  proud  to  serve; 
in  nany  a  strife  wc-  have  fought  for  life, 
und  neve;  lost  our  nerve. 

If  the  Ariay  and  the  Navy 
Mver  look  on  Heaven's  scenes, 

You  will  find  the  streets  arc  guarddd 
By  the  United  etates  Marines. 
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•TW;S  A  WARM  SOMMERS'  NIGHT 

Tuno:  "The  Wreck  of  Old  Ninety-seven)  (Words  by  Lt»  W.L*  Barker) 

•  Twr. s  a  warn  sumer  s  night,  all  the  stars  shone  so  bright 
And  the  South  wind  erne  rolling  up  the  lino* 

With  a  nap  in  his  hand  of  the  trip  he  had  planned, 

Ronberg  clinbcd  in  his  BT-9. 

There  was  a  tear  in  his  eye  as  ho  took  to  the  sky, 

For  his  way  he  know  he'd  never  find 

And  the  thought  cf  the  noise  that  he'd  hear  fron  the  boys 
Haunted  his  troubled  winsone  nind* 

Ohl  that  "Nine"  hunnod  a  song  as  ho  flew  her  along 
And  the  engine  kept  purring  through  her  stacks. 

Then  he  whispered  a  prayer  way  -pfp  there  in  the  air. 

Praying  he'd  find  sono  railroad  tracks. 

Thon  he  buzzed  o'er  a  hill  and  his  young  heart  stood  still 
For  Austin  was  shining  in  his  face. 

Now  ho  was  bound  for  Pawnee 5  so  it's  easy  to  see 
That  sonehow  ho  wasn't  in  his  place. 

Ohl  His  young  heart  was  stone  as  he  picked  up  the  phone 
And  hollered  for  Randolph-by-thc-Sea . 

"Sir,  I  can't  find  ny  way,  think  I'll  call  it  a  day; 

Just  got  no  back  where  I  belong." 


So  they  directed  hin  hone  fron  the  course  he  had  flown, 

And  ho  ended  up  by  landing  off  the  "Toe". 

Now  he's  getting  the  "bird",  'cause  in  case  you  ain't  heard, 
"Ronberg  never  found  Pawnee." 
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THE  LAST  BOUQUET 


Gill  Robb  Wilson 


I’ve  flown  ’on  ell  fron  then  to  now 
Tho  big  ones  end  the  snell. 

I 1 vc  leaped  and  zoonod  and  dived  and  spun 
And  clinbed  «en  to  a  stall. 

I’ve  flown  »cn  into  tho  wind  and  storn, 
Through  thunGerhead  and  rainj 
And  thrilled  tho  folks  that  watched  no  roll 
My  wheels  along  their  train. 


across  the  range, 


I’ve  chased  the  steers 
The  geese  fron  off  tho  bay. 

I've  flown  between  the  Princeton  towers 
When  Harvard  cane  to  play. 

I'vo  clipped  tho  wires  fron  public  poles, 
Tho  bios sons  fron  the  trees? 

And  scared  ny  best  friends  half  to  death 
With  stunts  far*  worse  than  those. 

The  mj.es  and  codes  and  zones  they  fom 
And  not  for  such  as  I, 

Who,  like  the  great  wild  eagles,  fling 
My  challenge  to  tho  sky, 

A  bold  free  spirit  charging  fierce 
Above  tho  fallow  land. ....... 

ii.nd  don't  you  like  these  nice  white  flowers 
I'n  holding  in  ny  hand? 


i 
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*-11  tho  cold  weather  you  get  in  Texas  is  unusual  down  thors,  but  it 
has  travelled  300  nilcs  after  passing  those  latitudes  and  is  beginning  to 
got  warned  up  by  tho  exterior.  Wo  get  it  here  from  Canada  via  Minnesota  and 
Wisconsin,  but  it  is  kept  fresh  on  ice  all  tho  way  down.  You  have  hear  it 
said  that  this  is  a  different  kind  of  a  cold  up  here  and  that  you  don’t  feel 
it  the  way  you  do  down  South.  That  is  quite  true.  The  cold  up  here  is  fixed 
so  that  if  you  don’t  get  tho  h...  inside  of  a  house  or  a  set  of  fur-lined 
clothes  on  d. . .  fast,  you  foil  nothing  at  all  in  a  very  short  tine.  People 
kid  themselves  about  different  kinds  of  cold,  but  you  can’t  kid  a  thermometer, 
and  you  can’t  kid  the  hunan  epidermis  when  it  cones  in  contact  with  the  sane 
thing  that  depresses  tho  thermometer.  The  only  thing  that  makes  cold  colder 
is  humidity,  and  we  have  had  that  here  in  such  quantities  that  the  top  of 
tho  radio  was  fuzzy  when  the  temperature  was  around  zero.  Wo  have  carried  on 
operations  on  several  days  when  the  temperature  varied  between  5  and  10  de¬ 
grees  with  tho  thermometer  in  the  sun  on  the  protected  side  of  the  house. 

Now  I  will  tell  you  of  some  of  the  cold  weather  troubles  wo  have  had* 

Tho  cold  came  rathor  gradually,  as  we  had  a  mild  Fall.  Occasionally  some  of 
the  students  wore  face  masks,  more  for  appearances  than  anything  else.  Then 
cane  January  the  coldest  in  tho  history  of  tho  Weather  Bureau  hero.  Tho 
moan  temperature  for  January  was  16,2  degrees,  and  we  put  in  785  student  hour; 
in  January  with  30  students,  is  the  temperature  got  lower,  I  began  to  be  con¬ 
scious  of  my  face,  and  frequently  became  just  as pained  by  it  as  other  people 
are.  Finally  wo  put  everything  on  and  even  hid  cur  faces  in  masks,  but  the 
cold  was  still  finding  us  and  getting  colder  with  ever  wave .  We  could  take 
it  down  to  almost  zero,  but  when  it  got  that  cold  we  had  the  following 
trouble ! 

Wo  couldn't  got  a  rise  out  of  the  oil  'temperature  guagesj  they 
wouldn't  even  get  up  to  zero,  end  tunning  tho  engine  did  no  good.  Wright 
Field  could  do  nothing  for  us,  so  the  Engineering  Officer  suggested  that  the 
only  hope  was  to  hold  lighted  matches  under  the  guages.  This  had  to  bo  dis¬ 
continued  because  we  had  to  buy  cur  own  matches*  Several  of  tho  engines 
caught  cold  and  started  sneezing  when  we  tried  to  start  them,  then  developed 
chronic  coughs  which  always  bothered  thorn  (and  us)  on  forced  landings*  One 
plane's  cough  worked  down  into  it's  chest,  and  it  had  to  be  confined  in  tho 
Hangar  for  fear  of  pneumonia. 

While  it  never  really  got  too  cold  for  us  (?),  it  did  got  too  cold "for 
tho  planes.  On  tho  coldest  day  we  pushed  a  few  of  then  out,  but  they  began 
vibrating  even  before  we  could  got  the  motors  started.  The  fabric  began  to 
get  goose  pimples  all  over  it  and  the  pianos  shivered  so  violently  that  the 
rivets  and  fittings  began  to  loosen.  One  plane  locked  its  wheels,  poked  its 
nose  in  the  snow  and  refused  to  go  any  further.  (For  those  desiring  proof, 
send  25  conts  for  picture.) 

We  had  to  quit  bathing  the  planes  for  fear  they  would  take  mere  colds. 
Thoy  seemed  to  respond  better  to  a  brisk  rub-down  with  just  a  dash  of  Vicks 
Vaporub  added  to  the  gasoline*  We  arc  watching  them  carefully  to  sec  that 
none  of  then  pull-  +hnir  wheels  up  under  the  wings  to  keep  then  warm.  The 
students  seem  to  fear  this  also,  as  they  usually  touch  the  wheels  to  tho  cold 
snow  a  few  times  when  landing  before  trusting  them  with  the  full  weight  of 
the  plane-* 


One  of  the  students  cane  in  one  day  and  Said  he  noticed  the  plane 
turning  bine*  and  he  thought  naybe  it  was  getting  too  cold.  We  showed  hin 
that  all  the  other  planes  were  blue  also  and  he  felt  better  about  it* 

We  have  found  a  way  to  keep  the  planes  flying  on  all  but  the  coldest 
norning  by  borrowing  a  scheme  from  the  dictators.  The  Operations  Officer 
announces  the  official  temperature  and  supresscs  all  evidence  to  the  con¬ 
trary.  All  pianos  that  refuse  to  accept  the  official  temperature  arc  subject 
to  overhaul. 

Of  course,  not  all  of  our  troubles  have  boon  with  the  planes.  One 
student  is  said  to  have  groped  his  way  back  to  the  fiold  in  a  blinding  snow 
storn  only  to  find  tha.t  the  snow  stern  disappeared  when  he  pushed  up  his 
frosty  goggles.  An  Instructor  is  said  to  have  sent  a  student  to  see  the 
Flight  Surgeon  because  he  thawed  on  the  controls.  He  was  the  first  student 
to  thaw  on  the  controls  in  several  daysj  so  the  instructor  thought  he  night 
be  feverish.  Another  student  up  for  a  check  ride  was  a  good-looking  lad  md 
failed  to  wear  a  face  nask,  evidently  hoping  to  capitalise  on  his  nanly 
beauty.  The  supervisor  noticed  that  he  began  to  get  pale  while  he  was  doing 
forced,  landings  and  decided  that  he  c  uldntt  stand  up  under  pressure,  when  he 
suddenly jsolizod  the  nan's  face  was  freezing.  Since  he  was  the  only  good- 
looking  student  wo  had,  the  supervisor  hurried  hire  back  to  the  field,  in 
order  to  save  his  beauty  for  the  belles  of  San  Antonio,  as  he  would  offer  no 
competition  to  the  Supervisor  that  far  away. 

Some  of  the  students  who  frighten  easily  are  very  much  disturbed  by  the 
face  masks,  so  the  Supply  Officer  requisitioned  sene  masks  with  a  more 
pleasant  expression.  For  hinsolf  ho  worked  cut  a  nask  that  would  change 
from  a  smile  to  a  frown  by  pulling  a  string.  This  was  for  the  students  who 
spend  most  of  their  tiro  furing  a  chock  ride  watching  the  check  pilot  in 
the  ’mirror.  S 

.  The  most  unfortunate  incident  we  have  had  occured  one  day  when  the 
supervisor  and  the  student  ho  was  to  chock  both  showed  up  at  the  plane  with 
masks  on.  They  couldn't  tell  each  other -apart  and,  in  the  resulting  con¬ 
fusion,  they  got  into  the  wrong  seats  -  the  student  checked  the  supervisor 
and  the  supervisor  was  eliminated. 

Any  California  supervisor  having  any  excess  temperatures,  please  for¬ 
ward  same  to  Chicago. 
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A  FOOR  AVIATOR  LAY  DYING 

(Reprinted  from  "Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Me") 

This  is  possioly  one  of  the  glummest  songs  in  the  entire  Air  Service 
repertoire.  Many  of  the  good  boys  who  sang  it  beck  in  1918  helped  to  fill 
up  the  passenger  list_for  the  graveyards  at  Issoudun,  Tours,  Clernont- 
Forrand,  Caacau,  St.  Jean  ana  Foggir,  It's  rather  a  mechanical  song,  but  t 
tells  its  own  story  quite  well.  We  night  add  that  it  was  a  princ  favorite  : 

1u-  nG1_S?rir^  °f  1927  out  on  LonS  island  around  the’ 'hangars  occupied  by  the 
ships  belonging  to  Chamber lain,  Byrd  and  Lindbergh.  B®th  pilots  hnd'noch-  : 
amos  pang  it  -fee  a  variety  of  tunes,  the  original  nolody  being  an  old  stand¬ 
by  known  as  "The  Tarpaulin  Jacket". 

In  the  't.ncricrn  Songbog",  Mr.  Carl  Sandburg  records  the  Tarpaulin 
Jack-t  song,  and  also  a  song  about  a.  "handsome",  but  modesty  compelled  us  to 
5,,  “in  ^on  sx*Cxm  "bout  it.  However  the  idea  of  the  song  below  came  from 
tun?  nG  in  ^  Tnrpaulin  Jackot"  "1  though  we  did  not  stick  to  the  original 


A  poor  aviator  lay  dying. 

-+t  the  end  of  a.  bright  summer’s  day. 

His  comrades  had  gathered  about  him 
To  carry  his  fragments  away. 

The  airplane  was  piled  on  his  wishbone, 

His  Hotchkiss  was  wrapped  'round  his  head; 
Ho  wore  a.  sparkplug  on  each  elbow, 

1 Twrs  plain  he  would  surely  be  dead. 

He  spit  out  a  valve  and  a  gasket, 

And  stirred  in  the  .  sump  where  ho  lay, 

•i.nd  thon  to  his  wondering  comrades, 

Those  brave  parting  words  he  did  says 

"Take  the  magneto  out  of  my  stomach, 

And  the  butterfly  valve  off  ny  neck, 

Extract  from  my  liver  the  crankshaft, 

There  arc  lots  of  good  parts  in  this  week." 

"Take  the  manifold  out  of  my  larynx, 
j»nd  the  cylinders  out  of  my  brain, 

Take  the  piston  rods  out  of  my  kidneys, 

And  assemble  the  engine  again," 


MY  WlLD-EYED  CADET 
(My  Wild  Irish  Rose) 


. Contributed  by  Mr jar  K.N.  Walker 

'  -  THE  BOMBER'S  SONS 


•;  .  -  •  ,/ 


Mjr  w|lcUoycd  cadet;  .  ,  .  .. 

H6  ain't  loomed  nothin'  yet.  )a  ' 
He  noses  her  down  \V>^. 

Who n  close  to  the  ground'"” 

My  wild-eyed  drdot. 

He  skids  on  his  bonks; 

If  he  lives  we'll  oil  give  thanks. 
He  lands  with  one  wing  low; 

I  see  then  merching  slow 
Behind  n...y  wild-eyed  cadet. 


f  all  of  you, 

.'nd  drink  r  loving  cup 
To  Bombers  one  and  alii 
.Drown  your  sorrows 
‘-'•and  forget  tomorrows, 

•Fob  tomorrows  never  cone. 

Here's  a  health  to  anti-aircraft 
Hero's  a  bunper  to  Pursuit 
God  bless  then. 

Coho,  all  of  you, 

And  drink  a  barrel  to 
The  old  bombardment  group. 


THE  FORMATION  LE/DER 
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Hero's  a  health  to  the  formation  loader, 

A  jolly  good  follow  is  ho. 

He  uses  "Three  Star"  navigation, 

And  he  flies  on  baerrdi. 

Hero's  a  health  to  wingmen  fron  leaders, 
and  to  the  gunner  in  his  turrel; 

Here' s  a  health  to  the  whole  damn  formation 
Wo ' 11  fly  with  you  through  Hell. 

ST..ND  TO  YOUR  GLASSES  STEADY 

We  loop  in  the  purple  twilight, 

Spin  down  in  the  golden  dawn 
With  the  trailing  smoke  behind  us 
To  show  our  conrades  we've  gone. 


Stand  to  your  glasses  steady. 

This  world  is  a  world  of  lies. 

Here's  a  health  to  dead  already, 

Let  us  drink  to  the  next  man  who  dies, 
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THE  KITWI  song 


5* _ 


~t  r  • 


(Reprint ad  from  "Songs  My  Mothei*  Never  Trught  Me") 

The  Ki^wi  is  said  to  be  an  African  bird  possessing  l^rgc,  servicorblo 
wings,  but  with  neither  ability  nor  willingness  to  fly*  One  r.ay  easily  see 
the  application  to  non- flying  officers  in  the  Air  Service. 


The  other  branches  of  the  service  never  understood  why  the  aviators 
took  such  long  loaves  of  absence  and  so  many  of  then*  They  wondered  why  th 
Aviators  didn’t  "get  on  with  the  war",  perform  their  mysteries  in  the  upper 
air,  earn  their  rations.  True,  we  get  more  leaves  than  we  deserve,  but  it 
wasn't  always  our  fault.  It  was  the  way  of  the  bloomin'  thing.  You  seo, 
aviator  makes  his  war  in  short,  highly  concentrated  spurts  and  then  stands 
abaft,  waiting  for  weather,  spare  parts,  and  other  necessary  flying 
paraphernalia . 

Many  of  the  pilots  who  made  the  war  with  the  A.E.F.  started  their 
aeronautical  careers  as  flying  cadets.  And  that  was  an  awful  background  to 
live  down.  As  cadets  we  learned  almost  everything  well-disciplined  aviators 
should  not  know.  One  unmilitary  thing  the  cadets  did  was  to  look  upon  their 
Officers  as  Ki-wis.  (Particularly  in  the  beginning  was  this  true  of  the 
Air  Service,  As  tine  passed  and  Officers  of  high  rank  were  taught  to  fly, 
the  Ki-wi  situation  solved  itself.)  They  nadd  up  this  song  about  then, 
discrediting  thereto  say  the  least. 

This  song  should  be  sung  in  the  rasp-berrying  manner  -  snootily,  as 
'twere,  with  a  mincing  tread  and  as  much  of  a  lisp  as  possible. 

(Wo  have  recently  been  advised  by  Mr.  Charles  H.  Baker,  Jr.  that  the 
Ki-wi  is  an  Australian  bird,  something  1  ike  the  legendary  Wahoo  bird.  Wo 
night  suggest  to  Mr.  Baker  that  this,  after  all,  is  not  a.  Bird  Book.) 


4  -y 
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CADET  LU-ISi'JT 

(Reprinted  fron  "Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Mo") 

So  fr.r  as  we  can  tell,  this  poor,  was  not  set  to  nusic  (thank 
heaven)*  It  had  a  considerable  vogue  with  the  American  pilots  who  flew 
with  the  British. 
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I  cannot  do  the  old  things*  now 
That  I’ve  been  used  to  do. 

I'n  all  snashed  up  fron  do:'.ng  stunts, 
And.  so  nust  keep  fron  view. 

In  doing  tailspins  near*  tho  ground, 

I  lost  ny  nerve  for  sport, 

I  an  not  good  for  anything 
Ore  leg's  a  trifle  short. 

In  flying  upside  down  one  day 
I  turned  tho  wrong  direction' 

So  to  tho  hospital  I  was  ocirfc. 

For  rest  and  far  correction-* 

For  flying  at  high  altitude, 

My  life  is  quite  undone; 

My  pressure  is  snashed  and  bent, 

And  I  have  lose  a  lung* 

Up  in  a  tree  there  hangs  ;  win;;;, 

And  on  the  ground  a  wheel, 

While  on  the  struts  there  rests  an  am, 
That  has  no  power  to  fool* 

I  left  a  wishbone  in  the  grans. 

And  broke  ny  collar-bone; 

The  Major  saw  the  s' ip  and  svrorc, 

In  purple  rage  he  said, 

"Wo  cannot  have  these  ships  annshed  upl" 
In  kindness'  ko;m  ny  girl’  a'V.ay* 

Nor  oven  send  a  rose, 

I  haven't  any  sense  of  sncll. 

I've  lost  ny  only  nose. 

Please  tell  tho  folks  at  hcnc  I'n  dead, 
And  sc:  1  to  then  ny  pension; 

And  y:v  cadets  take  heed  tc  this , 

And  fron  nc  learn  prevent ion. 


<? 


"YEA  VERILY!" 


V 


(Contributed  by  Lt.  P.  Smith) 

1.  As  the  telephone  operator  who  giveth  the  wrong  numbers,  so  is  ho  who 
cxtollcth  his  exploits  in  the  air. 

2.  Ho  shall  enlarge  upon  tho  dancer  a£  his  adventures,  but  in  ay  sleeve 
shall  be  hoard  the  tinlding  of  silvory  laughter. 

3.  Let  not  thy  •  faniliarity  with  airplanes  breed  contempt,  lest  thou  be¬ 
come  cxCwCc.-4.n2  careless  at  r  tine  when  great  erre  is  necessary  to.  thy 
well-being. 

wmn|  ol?Gy  ^ru  Gn(^  observe  prudcnco.  Spin  thou  not  lower  than 

1,500  cubits  nor  stunt  above  thine  own  domicile.  For  the  hand  of  tho 
law  is  heavy;  it  reachcth  far  and  wide  throughout  the  land. 

5.  Incur  not  tho  wrath  of  the  flight  commander  by  breaking  the  rules;  for 
he  who  nakoth  right  hand  circuits  shall  be  cast  into  outer  darkness, 

6.  Let  not  thy  prowess  in  the  air  persuade  thee  that  others  cannot  do  oven 
as  thou  doestj  for  he  that  sheweth  off  in  public  places  is  an  abomina¬ 
tion  unto  his  follow  pilots. 

7.  More  praiseworthy  is  he  who  cm  touch  both  tail-skid  and  wheels  to  the 
earth  at  one  tine  than  he  who  loopoth  and  rolleth  until  some  damsel 
starcth  m  amazement  at  his  daring. 


8. 


Ho  who  breakoth  an  undercarriage  in  a.  forced  landing  nay,  in  tine,  bo 

forgiven,  but  he  who  taxioth  into  another  plane  will  be  disoiscc1  for¬ 
ever.  '  A 


9. 


10. 


11. 


Beware  the  nan  who  take th  off  without  looking  behind  hin,  for  there  is 
no  hc<-ij_th  in  hi  nj  verily,  I  say  unto  you,  his  days  or  a  numbered# 

Clover  non  take  tho  reproofs  of  their  instructor  in  the  sane  visa,  one 
like  unto  another,  with  witty  jest  and  confessing  their  dumbness  end 
regarding  themselves  with  humor.  Yet  they  try  again,  profiting  by  his 
wise  counsel  and  taking  offense  at  naught  that  has  been  said. 

As  a  postage  stamp  which  lacks th  its  glue,  so  ere  the  words  of  caution 
to  a  xoolj  they  stick  not,  going  in  one  car  and  out  the  other,  for 
■there  xs  nothing  between  to  stop  then# 


12.  My  son,  hearken  unto  ray  teaching  and  forsake  not  the  laws  of  prudence, 
for  the  reckless  shall  net  inhabit  the  earth  for  long. 

13.  Hoar  instruction  and  be  wise,  and  refuse  it  not;  thus  wilt  thou  fly 
Sc fely;  length  of  days  and  a  life  of  peace  shell  bo  added  unto  thee. 

14»  He  who  sittest  on  a  hot  stove  shall  junpest  very  quick. 


*  HOW  TO  FLY  A  JENNY 

by  San  Stitucs 

1.  INSPECTION:  It  is  best  not  to  inspect  this  ship.  If  you  do,  you  will 
never  ret  in  it. 

2.  CLIMBING  INTO  THE  COCKPIT:  Do  not  r.ttonpt  to  ontor  the  cockpit  in  the 
usur.l  way .  If  you  put  your  weight  on  tho  lower  wing  panel,  it  will  fall 
off,  and,  besides,  your  foot  will  go  through  the  wing,  probably  spraining 
your  ankle .  Tho  best  way  to  get  into  tho  cockpit  is  to  clinb  over  the 
tail  surfaces  and  crawl  up  the  turtle-deck.  Bo  sure  to  brush  the  squirrel 
and  gopher  nests  out  of  tho  sent.  Take  ccro  not  to  cut  your  hand  on  the 
rennants  of  the  windshield. 

3.  INSTRUMENTS:^  After  having  carefully  lowered  yourself  into  the  seat  and 
groped  in  vain  for  a  safety  belt,  take  a  good  look  at  the  instruments  — 
both  of  then.  The  one  on  the  right  is  a  tachometer.  It  doesn’t  work. 

The  other  one  is  an  altimeter  and  funtionod  perfectly  until  1918  when 

tho  hand  cane  off.  Look  at  then  now,  for  after  the  engine  starts  you  can’t 
see  then. 

4.  ST.'RTING  TOE  MOTOR:  The  switch  is  on  the  right.  It  isn’t  connected. 

However,  it  gives  a  sense  of  confidence  to  tho  mechanic  who  is  pulling 

tho  prop  through  to  hear  tho  switch  click  when  you  say  "switch  off".  If 

for  sono  reason  the  motor  does  start,  don’t  get  out  to  pick  up  the  uncon¬ 
scious  and  blooding  mechanic.  Ho  deserved  it. 

5.  WARMING  UP:  Don’t  warn  up  the  motor.  It  will  only  run  a  few  minutes 

anyway,  and  the  longer  it  is  run  on  the  ground  the  less  flying  tins  you 

have.  After  the  throttlo  is  opened,  do  not  expose  any  portion  of  your 

person  beyond  the  cowling.  It  is  no  fun  to  have  your  face  slapped  by  a 
flying  rocker  arm  or  to  bo  peppered  by  small  bits  of  piston  rings,  valves, 
oto.,  that  arc  continually  coning  out  of  whet  wore  once  exhaust  stacks. 

6.  THE  TAKE-OFF:  The  take-off  is  in  direct  defiance  of  all  the  laws  of 
nature.  If  you  have  a  passenger,  don’t  try  it. 

7.  THE  FLIGHT:  After  you  have  doged  through  the  trees,  windmills  and  chim¬ 
neys  until  you  axe  over  the  lake,  y  u  will  soo  a  large  hole  in  the  left 
side  of  the  fuselage.  This  hole  is  to  allow  the  stick  to  be  moved  fax 
enough  to  make  a  loft  turn.  Don’t  try  one  to  the  right. 

8.  THE  H Him  NG:  The  landing  is  made  in  accordance  with  tho  laws  of  gra.vity. 

If  the  landing  gear  doesn’t  collapse  on  the  first  bounce,  don’t  worry,  it 
will  on  tho  second.  After  you  have  extricated  yourself  from  the  wreckage 
and  holped  tho  spectators  put  out  the  fire,  light  a  cigarette  and  with  a 
noncha  lant  shrug,  walk  (don’t  run)  disdainfully  away. 

THE  SPORTSMAN  PILOT  -  15  March  1935 
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"OH  NOW  I  AM  A  KAYDETTE" 

(Tunc  -  "The  Infantry") 

I  was  lying  in  the  gutter 

All  covered  up  vi th  boci4, 

With  pretzels  in  ray  whiskers 5 
I  knew  ny  end  was  near. 

Then  cane  the  glorious  array 

And  saved  n#  fron  the  hearse. 

Now  everybody  strain  a  -ut  and  sing  the  second  vor 

CHORUS: 

Halleluyahl  Halleluyahl 
Put  a  nickel  on  the  drun 
Talie  a  quarter  on  -the  run. 

Halleluyahl  Halleluyahl 
Put  a  nickel  on  the  drun. 

And  you'll  be  saved. 

G-L-O-R-Y  I  on  S-A-V-E-D 
H-A-P-P-Y  to  be  F-R— B-3 
V-I-C-T-O-R-Y  in  tho  ways  of  S-I-N 
Glory  -  Glory  Halleluyahl  Tra-la-lo,  .boon. 

Oh,  now  I  an  a  Kaydette, 

A-lcnrnin'  how  to  fly. 

My  glorious  salvation 

Shall  lift  no  to  the  sky. 

The  Array  is  ny  saviour 

Fron  the  straight  and  narrow  way. 
i*nd  take  it  all  awov. 

v 


abmy  :iii  corps 

(Words  by  Clara  C  err  oil)  (Tunc  -  "On  Wisconsin") 

.my  ■•■.ir  Corps,  /my  Air  Corps,  roll  then  to  the  line 

Turn  then  over,  chock  tho  not  or ,  have  then  start  on  tino. 
Don't  dclr.y  there ,  taxi  away  there,  watch  and  follow  thru. 

Lot's  ;o ,  boys,  tho  ships  cro  waiting,  lift  then  to  the  blue. 

Army  Air  Corps,  Army  Air  Corps,  roll  then  to  the  line, 

Jazz  the  Navy,  pass  tho  doughboys,  soar  above  that  kind. 

Ships  arc  humming,  wires  cro  scumming,  lift  then  to  the  blue. 

Amy  Air  Corps,  Amy  Air  Corps,  show  what  you  can  do. 

All  together  wo  will  weather  days  of  rain  or  shine. 

Then  a.way,  non,  pave  the  way,  non,  far  a.bovc  the  line. 

/my  Air  Corps,  Amy  Air  Corps,  hold  your  standards  true. 

Ceilings  high,  or  low  and  stormy,  keep  -then  coming  thru. 

OLD  S0LDI3LS  HSVAR  DIE 

Old  soldiers  never  die,  neve..*  die,  never  die. 

Old  soldiers  never  dicj  they  just  fade  away. 

Old  sailors  never  buy>  never  buy,  never  buy. 

Old  sailors  never  buy;  they  just  sail  away. 

Old  pilots  never  fly,  never  fly,  never  fly. 

Old  pi_ots  never  fly;  they  just  draw  their  pay. 

MOTHER,  TAffi  PCjjg  YODR  SSRVICB  FLAG 

Mother,  take  dovm  your  service  flag 
Your  son's  in  the  S.O.S. 

He's  S.  0.  L« ,  but  what  the  hell. 

Ho  never  suffered  less. 

He  may  be  thin,  but  that' s  from  gin, 

Or  else  I  miss  ny  guess ; 

So,  Mother,  take  down  your  service  flag ; 

Your  son's  in  the  S.  0.  S. 

Mother,  put  out  your  goldon  star; 

Your  son's  going  up  in  a.  sop. 

Tho  winV*e  arc  weak,  the  ship's  c.  freak; 

She's  got  a  rickety  prop. 

Tho  motor's  junk,  the  pilot's  drunk; 

He's  sure  to  take  a.  flop; 

So,  Mother,  put  out  your  golden  star; 

Your  son's  going  up  in  the  sop. 


(Reprinted  from  the  Daedalian  Song  Book) 


SING  HALLELUJAH  FOR  MANEUVERS 


Sing  hallelujah  for  maneuvers* 

For  maneuvers  we’re  on  our  way. 

Now  don't  be  grieving,  ’cause  we’re  leaving j 
We’ll  be  back  the  first  of  May. 

Good  times  lie  before  us,  not  that  you  boro  us, 
But  we  like  to  get  away* 

Sing  hallelujah  for  maneuvers* 

For  maneuvers  we’re  on  our  way. 


SHAFT!  AT  OLD  KELL!  FIELD 

It' s  only  a  shanty  at  old  Kelly  Field. 

The  roof  is  half  off,  the  sky  is  revealed. 

The  noise  from  tho  planes. 

It  will  drive  you  insane, 

And  your  neighbors  cooking  you  smell  very  plain* 

The  ants  and  the  roaches,  they  give  you  night-mares, 

And  the  roads  are  all  lighted  by  aeroplane  flares, 

But  I'd  always  go  back  to  that  old  G.I.  shack, 

My  shanty  at  old  Kelly  Field. 

I'm  only  a  student  in  the  CGS  sohool. 

Attack,  not  defense  is  the  general  rule. 

We  have  horses  to  ride. 

Dumb  generals  to  guide, 

Till  you  get  so  sore,  you're  fit  to  be  tied* 

There  are  rivers  to  cross  and  forts  to  attack. 

If  I  over  get  through,  I  don't  want  to  come  back, 

'Cause  they  gave  me  a  nag 
For  the  live  hunt  and  drag 
At  tho  old  C  and  GS  school. 

I'm  only  a  student  at  the  tactical  school. 

Proper  use  of  the  airplane  is  our  general  rule. 

The  instructors,  they  rant,  and  tho  students,  they  pant, 
But  of  old  Goneral  A  wo  don't  get  tho  right  slant. 
Attack,  Observation  or  the  Pursuit,  too, 

Say  there's  not  a  thing  that  the  Air  Force  can’t  do. 

But  if  you  finish  this  course, 

!ou  must  rido  an  old  horse 
At  the  Air  Corps  Tactical  School. 


(Reprinted  from  the  Deadalian  Song  Book) 


LOOK  AT  THE  ELTiS  02T  HIMi 
(How  do  you  get  thrt  way?) 


Music  by 

Lt.  L*M  Herrington 


Words  by 

Sgt.  Jack  W,  Alford 

1»  I  hoard  they  wanted  me  to  fight  as  aviators  bold 5 

So  I  wont  down,  hold  up  r.y  hr.nd,,  end  this  is  what  they  told: 
"You'll  go  to  Kelly  Field  and  learn  to  navigate  the  sky." 

Iftion  I  got  there,  I  was  S,O.L.,  for  this  is  how  I  fly: 

2.  I've  peeled  a  nillion  spuds  since  I've  been  in  this  flying  jane 
I've  swung  a  pick  and  shovel,  till  my  weary  back  is  lane. 

I've  navigated  lots  of  ground,  but  not  an  inch  of  sly, 

And  when  I  asked  about  aeroplanes,  I  hoar*  the  sane  old  cry: 

CHORUS : 

"Look  at  tho  oars  on  him,  on  him; 

"Oh,  how  do  you  get  that  way." 

That  was  the  greeting  I  received 
As  I  marched  in  today. 

First,  they  put  me  into  the  kitchcnj 
K.P.  was  ny  name. 

I  wrote  ny  girl  that  I  was  a  flier, 

Goel  But  I'm  a  wonderful  liar, 

"Look  at  the  oars  on  him,  on  himj 
"Oh,  how  do  you  get  that  way?" 

That  is  the  only  battle  cry 
I  hear  both  night  and  day. 

If  I'n  to  fight  in  this  groat  irar , 

And  end  the  Kaiser's  reign, 

They  bettor  take  ny  kettle 3  and  pans. 

And  give  r.ie  an  aeroplane. 


COME  ON  AND  JOIN  THE  AIR  CORPS 
(Words  by  Madelienc  Smith,  E.H*  DoFord ,  Roland'-  Birnn) 


Come  on  and  join  the  Air  Corps 
And  get  your  flying  pay. 

Yon  won't  have  to  work  at  all, 
But  loaf  around  all  day. 

While  others  toil  and  study  hard, 
And  soon  grow  old  and  blind, 

You  take  the  Air  without  a  care, 
And  never,  never  mind. 


CHORUS: 

Never  mind,  never  mind* 

Come  on  and  join  the  Air  Corps, 
And  you  will  never  mind* 

Over  pilots  do  a  lot  of  stunts. 

And  do  them  well,  of  course, 

And  if  you  think  that  isn't  hard, 

Just  try  to  loop  a.  horse. 

But  just  when  you’re  about  to  be 
A  Genoral,  you  find 

Your  motors  cough,  your  wings  fall  off, 
But  you  will  never  mindt 

Your' re  flying  o’ or  the  ocean , 

And  then,  from  where  you  sit,  ( 

You  see  your  prop  como  to  a  stop,  ■„ _ 

Your  engine  it  has  quit. 

You  cannot  swim,  the  ship  won't  float. 
The  shore  is  milos  behind. 

Oh,  what  a  dish  for  the  crabs  and  fish, 
But  you  will  never  mind l  J 


\  ScWl 


(Roprintod  from  the  Daedalian  Song  Book) 
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EIGHT  BUCKS  A  DAY 
(Words  by  H.  S.  Hanscll,  Jr.) 

Opon  the  throttle  till  the  noodle  hits  the  pet;. 

Ei£ht  bucks  a  da.yj  eight  bucks  c  day. 

Dive  end  roll  and  loop  ' or  till  she 1 s  wingless  as  a  keg. 
Eight  bucks  a  day  is  tho  pay. 

Close  tho  gate,  lock  the  door , 

'Cause  we  won't  cono  back  to  Langley  any  aero. 

We'll  land  at  every  flyirg  field  to  Son  Francisco  Bay. 
Eight  bucks  a  day  is  tho  pay* 


HI  HI  UP  SHE  RISES 


What  you  gonna  do  with  a  drunken  pilot? 
What  you  gonna  do  with  a  drunken  pilot? 
What  you  gonna,  do  with  c  drunken  pilot? 
Early  in  the  morning? 


Hi, 

Hi, 

up 

she 

rises 

Hi, 

Hi, 

up 

she 

rises 

Hi, 

Hi, 

up 

she 

rises 

Early  in  the  morning 

Put 

him 

in 

the 

nose  < 

Put 

him 

in 

the 

nose  < 

Put 

him 

in 

the 

nose  < 

Early  in  tho  me 

.Tiling , 

Hi, 

Hi, 

up 

she 

rises. 

Hi, 

Hi, 

up 

she 

rises, 

Hi, 

Hi, 

up 

she 

rises, 

Early  in  tb 

te  morning, 

a  B-4  Bomber, 
a  B-4  Bomber, 
a  B-4  Bomber, 


I  WANT  TO  GO  HOME 

I  want  to  go  hone  I  I  want  to  go  homo l 
Tho  gas  tank  is  leaking,  the  motor  is  dead, 
Tno  pilot  is  trying  to  stand  on  his  head. 
Take  me  back  to  the  groundj 
I  don't  want  to  fly  upside  down. 

Oh,  my l  I'm  too  young  to  die! 

I  want  to  go  heme. 


(Reprinted  from  the  Daedalian  Song  Book) 


Music  by 

Alexander  P.  do  Seversky 


(Song 


OVER  LAUD  Ai©  OVER  SSu 
of  the  Aaeriern  Air  Fez 


Lyric  by 

Evelyn  0  do  Seversky 


Rise  and  drink  to  aviation. 
Lot  us  hold  our  glasses  high. 
To  the  glory  of  our  nation, 
And  the  fighting  non  who  fly. 
For  whatever  is  the  weather. 
And  wherever  wo  nay  be. 

We,  united,  fly  together. 

Over  land  and  over  sea. 


Bonber,  transport,  aircraft  fighter, 
Observation  and  pursuit, 

Drink  her  down  to  '-lory  brighter, 
Join  your  glasses  in  salute. 

Yes,  tomorrow  planes  arc  soaring, 

And  the  wind  is  blowing  free. 

Wings  ere  spread  and  engines  roaring, 
Over  land  and  over  sea. 


Clear  your  guns  and  get  then  ready, 
Cheek  the  load  in  each  bonbrack, 

Keep  foma.tion,  held  her  steady, 
Diving  steeply  for  attack. 

Lot  the  bullets  tell  their  story, 
Fly  her  on  to  victory, 

Death  cones  quickly,  so  dees  glory,' 
Over  land  and  over  sea. 


Danger  lurks  above  forever, 

First  defense  is  in  the  skyj 
First  in  war,  in  peace  and  ever 
Are  the  fighting  nen  who  fly. 

Can’t  you  see  our  squadrons  soaring, 
To  repulse  the  oneny? 

Can’t  you  hear  our  engines  roaring. 
Over  land  and  over  sea? 
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THE  STUDENT •  5  SONG 

(Air  Cd*jy  (fhbiiCri  School)  Words  by 

(Tune  -  "I  an  a. Gay  Gabr'llai‘0*t|‘  H.  Si  Hansoll,  Jr 

I  an  &  gay  sludicntay  K*  N*  Waikcr 

Although  I'ra  not  so  caliontay, 

I  'n  taking  this  course 
On  the  baok  of  d  horse} 

With  horses  the  troubles  rro  plontay. 

Tho  instructors  are  very  zealous, 

Take  ideas  from.  anyone  ollus , 

But  on  nap  problem  test. 

They  thing  theirs  rro  the  best, 

Relegate  your  ideas  to  the  shclluf. 

Now  I  an  a  fair  navigator 
With  Gnononic  chart  or  fforcator. 

But  I  would  get  there 
With  hours  to  spare 

If  rivers  and  railroads  were  straight or . 

In  infantry  I've  (groat  erudition, 

Can  attach  or  defend  a  position, 

But  when  to  do  which? 

Now  there  is  the  hitch j 
I  never  hit  the  school* s  solutionl 

Lct*s  all  drink  a  toast  to  Artillery, 

They  always  park  near  a  distillery. 

And  all  that  they  ask 
Is  that  we  "clean  tho  nask" 

Which  wo  do  if  tho  ground's  not  to  hillory. 

Alas l  for  Attack  Aviation 

They* 11  never  dare  leave  their  hone  station, 

For  the  big  three-inch  gun 
Shoots  then  down  one  by  ono 
At  zero  or  loss  elevation. 

I  on  a  gay  bcmbrrdicro; 

I  drop  ray  boobs  far-o  and  ncar-o, 

And  with  this  basic  arm 
Keep  tho  nation  fron  horn. 

Or  so  I've  been  led  to  bclicve-o. 


Now  radio  is  emblematic 
Of  messages  wrong  and  erratic. 

If  the.  Air  Force  C.  0. 

Uses  a  radio. 

The  war  will  be  ended  by  static. 

Now,  so  far  the  school  is  all  jakc-o 
But  wc'vc  other  courses  to  tako-oj 
So  this  is  ny  plea. 

If  you'll  listen  to  me. 

Just  lot  up  on  us  for  God's  sakc-o . 


OLD  97 

(Words  by  H.  S.  Hansoll,  Jr.) 

1.  There  were  ninety-seven  airplanes  warning  up  on  the  apron, 

And  they  didn’t  hove  re on  for  none. 

The  first  ninety-six  wor3  of  new  construction, 

But  the  last  was  r  D.H.  4* 

2.  She  was  old  and  decrepit  and  the  fuselage  was  rotten, 

And  the  wings  were  warped  and  bent, 

And  she  sagged  in  the  Diddle  like  a  cow  in  the  pasture, 

A  cow  that  was  quite  content. 

3.  She  was  old  ninety-seven,  and  she  had  a  fine  record. 

But  she  hadn’t  been  flown  that  year, 

And  she  creaked  and  groaned  when  they  started  the  engine. 

For  she  knew  that  her  tine  was  near. 

4*  A  Second  Lieutenant  wandered  into  the  office, 

And  he  asked  for  a  ship  for  two, 

And  they  said,  "Young  nan,  we  arc  very  short  of  airplanes, 

But  wo ’ll  sec  what  we  can  do." 

5.  "Now,  the  first  forty-seven  are  reserved  for  the  Majors, 

And  the  Captains  have  the  noxt  forty-nino. 

But  there’s  one  rare  ship  on  the  end  of  the  apron, 

The  last  ship  upon  the  line." 

6.  He  was  headed  for  Dayton,  and  from  there  to  Columbus, 

And  he  had  to  make  that  flight; 

So  he  said,  ”0.K»,  if  you’ll  give  no  a  clearance, 

I  will  got  there  sane  tamo  tonight." 

7.  Oh,  he  flew  over  Birmingham  and  North  Alabama, 

And  the  coiling  began  to  fall, 

And  the  clouds  closed  down  on  the  tops  of  the  mountains., 

And  he  couldn't  see  the  ground  at  all. 

8.  He  turned  to  the  left  and  ran  into  a  snow  storn. 

And  he  turned  back  to  the  right, 

And  ho  turned  around;  the  fog  was  behind  hin, 

And  the  mountains  were  all  in  sight. 

9.  Ho  flow  through  rain,  and  he  flow  through  the  snow  storn. 

Till  the  light  began  to  foil; 

Then  he  found  a  railroad  that  was  going  his  direction, 

And  he  said,  "I'll  get  there  by  rail." 

10.  He  flew  down  the  valley,  and  ho  dodged  'round  the  mountains. 

And  he  kept  that  road  in  sight, 

Till  the  rails  disappeared  through  r  tunnel  in  the  mountains. 

And  he  ended  his  last  long  flight. 

11.  There  was  old  97  with  her  nose  in  the  mountain, 

And  her  wheels  upon  the  track, 

And  the  throttle  was  bent  in  the  forward  position, 

But  the  engine  was  facing  back. 

12.  L-adi-o-s,  listen  to  my  story. 

No  matte.:-  how  you  yearn. 

Never  say  harsh  words  to  your  aviator  husband; 

Ho  nay  leave  you  and  never  return. 

(Reprinted  from  the  Daedalian  Song  Book) 


ST.’.ND  TO  YOUR  GLASSES 


Wo  stand  'ncnth  resounding  rafters j 
The  walls  around  arc  bare; 

They  echo  back  our  laughter j 
Scons  that  the  dead  arc  all  there. 

CHORUS  s 

Stand  to  your  glasses  steady. 

This  world  is  a  world  of  lies. 
Here's  a  health  to  the  dead  already, 
Hurrah!  for  the  next  nan  to  dio. 

Denied  by  the  land  that  bore  us, 

Betrayed  by  the  ones  we  hold  dear. 

Tho  good  have  all  gone  before  us, 

And  only  tho  dull  are  still  here. 

We  loop  in  the  purple  twilight, 

Wo  spin  in  tho  silver  dawn. 

With  a  trail  of  snokc  behind  us. 

To  show  where  our  comrades  have  gone. 

In  flaning  Sped  and  Cancl 
With  wings  of  wood  and  stool, 

For  aortal  stakes  we  gamble. 

With  cards  that  woro  stacked  for  the  deal. 


(Reprinted  fron  tho  Daidalian  Song  Book) 


TO  CADETS  WHO  FAILED  AT  KELLY 
BY 

S/Sr;t  Don  S.  Vclliquctto ,  19th  Pur  Sq 
(Int) 

•Twrs  out  on  Kelly  Fiold  airdrome 
Ono  cold  Dcconbcr  fday, 

Beside  a  cracked-up  D.H.  4 
A  dying  Keydot  lays. 

"Tell  oy  sweetheart  in  Sen  Antonio 
My  tine  on  orrth  has  passed} 

I’n  going  to  take  another  hop. 

And  that  will  be  ny  last.” 

"I*n  off  for  a  better  field,"  he  said, 

"Where  everything  is  bright} 

You  can  fly  any  aeroplane} 

You  can  fly  all  day  and  night." 

"At  this  field  they  will  not  ground  no. 
Although  I  have  not  tried  before, 

I  will  fly  the  Spads  and  Nicuports 
And  lay  off  the  D.II.  4s." 

"“t  this  field  they  have  no  flying  schedules 
They  don’t  tell  you  whore  to  turn. 

The  Flight  Connandor  docsn’ t  care 
How  much  gas  you  burn." 

"You  can  Chandollo  on  the  take-off , 

Fish-tail  when  you  land, 

Stunt  a  Keystone  Bonbcr 
If  you  only  have  the  sand." 

"You  can  roll  and  spin  a  8-18, 

No  one  will  over  toll. 

And  toll  the  O.I.C.  of  flying  , 

To  send  his  rules  to  hell." 

His  eyelids  drooped}  his  head  fell  back, 

As  he  said  his  last  refrain. 

The  other  Kaydct  wiped  his  goggles 
And  took  the  air  again. 


THE  SECRET  0?  THE AIRPLANE 

(This  poem  is  Sir  Rudynrd  Kipling's  "Tho  Socrot  of  the  Machines" 
with  slight  changes  in  wording  to  make  it  fit  this  book,  not  to 
attempt  to  improve  on  tho  "master".} 


Wo  were  taken  fron  tho  ore-bed  and  tho  nine • 

We  were  molted  in  tho  furnace  and  the  pit... 

Wo  were  erst  and  wrought  and  hammered  to  design; 

Wo  were  cut  and  filed  and  toole*  end  gauged  to  fit. 
Some  water ,  oil  and  gas  is  all  we  ask 

i^nd  a  thousandth  of  an  inch  to  give  us  play. 

And  if  you  will  set  us  to  our  task, 

We  will  serve  you  four  and  twenty  hours  a  dayl 

Wo  can  fly  and  loop  and  roll  and  spin  and  stall; 

Wo  can  shoot  and  bomb  and  spray  and  spy  and  chase; 

We  can  climb  and  glide  and  buzz  and  jazz  and  haul; 

Wo  can  zoom  and  roar  and  dive  and  scream  and  race l 

But  remember,  please,  tho  law  by  which  we  live. 

We  are  not  built  to  comprehend  a  lie. 

We  can  neither  love,  nor  pity,  nor  forgive. 

If  you  make  a  slip  in  handling  us,  you  die l 
We  are  greater  than  the  peoples  or  tho  kings... 

Be  humble  as  you  rise  above  the  sod l 
Our  touch  can  alter  all  created  things; 

We  are  everything  on  earth  ....except  a  Godl 

Though  our  smoke  may  hide  tho  Heavens  from  your  eyes, 
It  win  vanish  and  the  stars  will  shine  again, 
Because,  for  all  our  power  and  weight  and" size , 

We  arc  nothing  more  than  children  of  your  brainl 


The  following  are  a  few  of  the  songs  and  poems  which  survived 
the  Korean  Action.  All,  as  presented  hero,  are  the  property  of 
Technical  Sergeant  "Sandy"  Colton,  fomorly  with  the  Office  of 
Information  Services,  18th  Fighter  Bomber  Wing,  Korea,  from  1950 
to  1951  >  and  now  a  Staff  Photographer  with  the  Pacific  Stars  and 
Stripes  in  Tokyo.  We  are  reprinting  then  with  his  permission,  and 
it  is  expected  most  will  appear  noro  familiar  to  the  present  "bird- 
nen"  of  tho  18th* 


THROW  A  ItiCRSL  OH  THE  GRASS 


They  sent  nc  up  to  Pyongyang, 
The  brief  saicl  sukoshi  ack  rck. 
But,  by  the  tine  I  got  there. 
My  wings  Wore  holed  with  flak* 


My  aircraft  wont  into  a  spin, 
It  would  no  longer  fly. 
Mayday,  Mdydr.y,  Mayday, 

1  an  too  young  to  die. 


CHORUS*.  ;  . 

Hailoliijh,  Halleluja, 

Throw  a  nickel  on  the  gM^* 
5a Vo  a  fighter  pilot  M 
Hrlloivtjh,  Halleluja, 

Throw  v  nickel  on  the  grass 
And  you'll  be  saved. 


I  flew  ny  traffic  pattern, 
To  ne  it  looked  all  right. 
My  air  speed  read  150. 

My  God,  I  racked  it  tight* 


I  turned  into  the  final, 
With  a  window  nakers  breeze. 
Mayday,  Mayday,  Mayday, 

Spin  instructions,  please. 


( 


/ 


CHORUS: 


ir 


Hallcluja,  Halleluja,  . 

Throw  a  nickel  on  the  'grass. 
Save  n  fighter  pilot's 
Halleluja,  Halleluja, 

Throw  a  nickel  on  the  grass 
And  you'll  bo  saved./ 
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(Addendum  to  ’Throw  A  Nic|cel  on  the  Grass*) 

Strafing  on  the  panel 

My  passes  were  too  low, 

'Foul!,.'  cried  the  tower. 

Once  more,  and  home  you  go, 

I  racked  it  off  the  desert, 

That  Mustang  hit  a -stall. 

Now  I  won’t  see  my  Mother, 

When  the  work's  ail  done  this  fall, 

CHORUS*. 

Cruisin’  down  the  valley. 

Six  MIGB  were  below 

Leader  gave  a  wiggle 

And  hollered  ’Tally-ho I , ' 

So  we  rolled  those  Mustangs  over, 

And  hit  550  per,., 

'Red-line l .Red-line l  Red-line l ' 

'Oh,  save  me,  Major,  Sir,' 

Got  two  big  flak  holes  in  ny  wing, 

My  tanks  ain’t  got  gass. 

Mayday i  Mayday 1  Mayday  1 
Three  MIGS  on  ny  a—, 

CHORUS: 

Cruisin’  down  the  Yalu 
Doing  320  per... 

Gave  a  call  to  Major  Colson, 

’Won’t  you  save  me,  Sir?' 


—From  Captain  Joseph  Burke,  -h, 
67th  Fighter  Bomber  squadron 


EARLY  ABORT 


My  nano  xs  Colonel  _ _ _ ,  X*n  ehc  loader  of  the  Group* 

If  you’ll  step  into  ny  Ready  Roon,  I'll  give  you  all  the  poop* 

I’ll  toll  you  where  the  targets  are  and  whore  the  flak  is  black, 

For  I*n  the  first  one  off  the  deck,  and  I'n  the  first  one  back. 

CHORUS: 

Early  abort,  avoid  the  rush, 

Early  abort,  avoid  the  rush, 
r Early  abort, nevoid  the  rush, 

Oh,  the  raggedy-  _  Black  Sheep  arc  on  parade,  parade,  parade 

Oh,  the  raggedy- _ _ _ Black  Sheep  arc  on  parade. 

Now,  when  the  war  is  over  and  wc'ic  back  in  the  USA, 

VJo’ll  fly  tiie  planes  in  all  war  gepos  and  do  what  the  General  says. 
But,  if  wo  hove  another  war  and  tacy  givo  us  the  *84, 

To  hell  with  all  the  General  Staffs,  I  ain’t  gonna,  fly  it  no  more. 

CHORUS: 

Early  abort,  avoid  the  rush, 

Early  abort,  avoid  the  rush, 

Early  abort,  avoid  the  rtish. 

Oh,  the  raggedy- ______  Black  Sheep  arc  on  parade,  parade,  parade 

Oh,  the  raggedy-  .  B1  .ck  Sheep  arc  on  parade* 


Tune  -  "TAKE  ME  QlfT  TO  THE  B.'.LL  GAME11 


Take  no  out  to  Kasfoa, 

Send  no  off  to  the  war, 

Give  no  a  briefing  and  watch  no  go, 

I  ain’t  scared  of  the  bullets  or  snow. 


."THANKS  PCR  THE  MEMQRiaS" 


Thanks  for  the  nonary, 

Of  Taegu's  downy  bocls, 

Air- e  onditionod  heads , 

Briefing  naps  and  interviews,/^. 
And  infiltrating  Reds I 
Oh,  thank  you  so  nuch. 

Thanks  for  the  nonary, 

A  balny  sunnor  breeze, 

Snipers  in  the  trees, 

Ice  and  snow  at  ten  boloif, 

And  nan-devouring  fleas l 
Oh,  thank  you  so  nuch. 


Wasn't  it  grand  down  at  Pusan? 

And  wasnH  it  swell  up  at  Unsan? 

And  aren't  we  a  fine  bunch  of  crackpots... 
To  cone  this  far  for  this  goddamn  war? 

So,  thanks  for  the  nonaries, 

Of  nines  along  the  shore, 

Wight  soil  evemoro, 

There  never  was  a  headache, 

Mke  t!4s  bloody  Korean  war. 

Qh,  thank  you  so  nuch l 

"WINTER  WONDBRLA:iT)» 


It  was  hot  when  the  cooks  erne, 

Then  it  froze  when  the  Chinks  cane, 
n  helluva  sight j  Korea  in  white, 

In  our  lousy  Winter  Wonderland. 

Wc  were  pinned  down,  down  at  Hasan. 
We  were  held  up,  up  at  Wonsan. 

A  helluva  fightj  we  never  were  right. 
In  Korea's  Winter  Wonderland. 


CHORUS: 

Kin  II  Sung  was  seeking  a  prenotion, 
Had  us  locked  within  the  Ifclctong  bond. 
Then  MacArthur  had  a  bettor  notion, 
Ran  Ned  Alnond  clear  around  the  end. 


What  a  breakj  it  was  clover. 

And  tho  war  was  nearly  over. 

It  looked  like  a  breeze,  until  the  Chinese 
Snacked  us  in  our  Winter  Wonderland. 


MUST/NG'S  LAMENT 


I’n  only  r.  lowly  Mustang . 

There  are  nrny  virtues  I  leek. 

I  don’t  have  the  grace  of  an  '80 
And  ny  wings  are  not  swept  back. 

I’n  away  fr on  hono  in  Korea; 

A  nisplaced  bastard  at  best — 

For  according  to  Hoyle  and  the  "News  Hawks" 
My  bolts  should  be  laid  to  rest* 


"The  jots  are  the  hope  of  the  future", 
The  newspaper  headline  cries. 

They  won’t  waste  a  two-inch  insert 
When  a  Mustang  pilot  dies. 


But  I  can’t  understand  the  clamor. 
That  roars  o'er  Korea  land, 

When  onony  tanks  are  sighted 
Or  the  Connies  make  a  stand. 

I  never  hoar  tho  word  "Sabre" 

Or  "Shooting  Star"  called  in  the  hue. 
It’s  always  tho  sane  old  story  - 
"Get  those  Mustangs  into  the  blue". 

I  think  perhaps  part  of  the  answer. 
And  I’n  sure  you  know  what  I  morn, 

>  vLios  in  the  fact  that  ny  pilots  , 
Never  learned  the  work  "Josephine"1. 

But  by  far  the  lowest  bio;  cane  - 
Broke  ny  Packard2  heart  in  two— 

Was  tho  day  I  staggered  fr  on  '16^ 
Carrying  nopain  to  Sinenju. 

"Jets  strike  the  eneny's  airfields", 
The  papers  screamed  the  next  day. 

They  must  have  left  ere  I  got  there. 
Is  the  only  thing  I  can  say. 


There  was  hardly  a  building  r-snoking; 
Tho  flak  was  heavy  and  true. 

’Twas  the  only  dry  I  evor  wished 
To  bo  snallor  a  foot  or  two. 


But  the  heaviest  blow  erne  later. 

'Twas  the  day  I  wished  to  have  dies. 

I  was  sold  out  by  the  "world's  greatest  pilot", 
Also  known  as  Colonel  McBride^-. 


1.  Josephine  -  low  on,  as  in  Josephine  Anno  or  Josephine  fuel. 

2.  Tho  F-51  Mustang  has  a  Packard  engine. 

3.  '16  -  K-16  airstrip  in  Korea 

4.  Colonel  McBride  was  the  C.O.  of  the  18th  Fighter  Bomber  Group. 


HAYNES  NORRIS  SPECI/L 


Haynes  Norris  wont  aii|  to  hlj?  Jet^ 

Ninety-nine  missipns  and  no  nbor^'yptj 
Hq  lo'pked  rt  the  forms  and  isrid  with  a  Sigh, 
Malfunctions  galore  and  I  hot  it  won't  fly. 

Sayanora,  it's  boon  good  to  know  you, 

Sayanora,  it's  been  good  to  know  you, 

Sayanora,  it's  boon  good  to  know  you; 

What  a  long  long  time  sinco  I've  boon  hone . 

Ono  more  missions  and  I'm  going  homo. 

Ho  started  hor  up  with  no  visual  chock. 

Tail  cover  was  on  and  ho  burned  it  to  heck. 

The  temperature  soared  to  a  thousand  or  more. 

My,  ho  was  rough  on  that  F-34* 

CHORUS: 

Tho  emergency  system  it  just  did  not  work. 

Ho  kicked  it  in  with  a  helluva  jerk, 

Tho  firo  warning  light  began  to  gloam, 

Ripped  open  tho  tail  pipe  from  seam  to  seam. 

CHORUS: 

Up  north  of  tho  bomb  line  this  '84  clown, 

Pippod  off  his  bombs  though  his  flaps  were  still  down. 
Ho  headed  back  home,  an  old  combat  vet. 

100  missions  and  no  abort  yet. 

CHORUS: 

Ho  turned  on  tho  final  and  zilch  were  his  skills. 

Ho  call  to  the  tower,  "Dai  jobi,  throe  wheels". 

The  tower  replied,  "I  think  you're  amiss". 

Instead  of  dai  3 obi,  it  turned  out  like  this. 

Ta.-Ra.-Ra  Boom  de-ay,  they  blow  up  every  day. 

Have  you  flown  yours  today?  I  flew  mine  yesterday* 


THE  F-84 


(This  line  unknown) 

Boys  of  the  black  sheep  in  Thunder jets  go, 

None  of  our  guys  are  looking  for  fame 
Just  little  moths  going  into  r  flame. 

Oh  that  P-84,  that _ _ ,  oh  that  F-84, 

With  100$  she  wont  even  fly. 

The  boys  who  fly  in  her  are  sure  bound  to  die. 

Oh  that  F-84,  that  _ oh  that  F-84* 

I  lost  my  engine  o’er  Sinanju  one  day, 

I  called  to  the  group  but  they'd  nil  flown  away. 

Loft  to  the  mercy  of  fighters  and  flack. 

I'm  tolling  you  boys,  it' s  a  wonder  I'm  back. 

Oh  that  F-84,  that _ ,  Oh  that  F-84* 

With  100$,  she  wont  oven  fly* 

The  boys  who  fly  in  her  are  sure  bound  to  die. 

Oh  that  F-84,  that _ _ ,  oh  that  F-84. 

Majors  and  Colonels  have  milk  runs  to  fly. 

None  of  the  missions  where  many  men  die. 

Just  at  the  time  they're  leaving  the  sack, 

We've  dropped  all  our  bombs  and  are  on  our  way  back. 

Oh  that  F-84,  that  .  ph  that  F-84, 

With  100$,  she  wont  ©von  fly. 

Tho  boys  *fao  fly  in  her  are  sure  bound  to  die. 

Oh  that  F-84,  that _ „ _ oh  that  F*-84. 


THE  WHIFFENPOOFS 


To  the  tables  down  at  Moony's, 

To  the  place  where  Louie  dwells. 

To  the  dear  old  templed  bar  we  love  so  well. 
Sing  the  Whiffenpoofs  assembled, 

With  their  glasses  raised  on  high. 

And  the  magic  of  their  voices  cost  a  spell. 


les,  the  magic  of  their  singing, 

Of  the  song3  we  love  so  well, 

Shall  be  waiting  and  carousing  and  the  rost. 

Wo  will  serenade  our  Louie 
While  life  and  voice  shall  end. 

Then  we'll  pass  and  be  forgotten  with  the  rest. 

We  are  poor  little  lambs  who  havo  lost  our  way 
Brq,  Baa,  Baa* 

Gentlemen  songsters  off  on  a  spree, 

Doomed  ft* cm  hero  to  eternity, 

Lard,  have  mercy  on  such  as  we. 

Bar.,  Baa,  Baa. 


V 


4* 


TRUCKBUSIER'S  SONG 

(67th  Fighter-Bomber  Squadron  parody  of  1 Whiff enpoof  Song.’) 


Busting  trucks  along  the  Yalu, 

Blasting  tanks  along  the  Line, 

It’s  the  Mustang,  mighty  Mustang,  efery  time. 

We’re  the  men  who  fly  those  Mustangs, 

We're  the  Red  Scarfs,  and  we’re  proud. 

Sixty- seventh,  head  and  shoulders  ofer  the  crowd* 

When  those  engines  roar  at  daybreak1, 

Every  crew  chief  on  the  Line 

Holds  his  head  high  as  those  Mustangs  start  to  clink. 
So  we'll  drink  a  toast  to  ’Red  Scarfs,' 

And  our  life  and  love  shall  last, 

We'll  not  pass  nor  be  forgotten  like  the  rest. 


CHORUS: 


We  are  old  fighter  pilots  and  we’re  here  to  stay. 

And  fly,  fly,  fly.  ,  a  .. 

Sixty-Seventh  is  the  squadron  that  will  always  lead  the  way 

(and  we're  always  in  the  fray) 


To  fly,  fly,  fly. 

Mustang  pilots  all,  are  we, 

Fly  any  bird  through  Eternity, 
So  God  have  mercy  on  such  as  we. 
Who  fly,  fly,  fly* 


-From  Captain  Joseph  Burke, 

67th  Fighter  Bomber  Squadron 
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THE  COMMIE* S  IiLMBHT 
Tune  -  "Clenontino" 


Once  a  flier  do's  or  dies,  in  his  frithful  Sr.br e  true, 

;-ftor  bitching,  flew  a  mission  to  the  town  of  Sinanju. 

flight,  he  srw  seme  mighty  Commie  MIGs  upon  his  tr.il . 
Vfith  a  quiver  and  a  shivor,  ho  let  out  an  awful  wail. 

CHORUS; 

Sayonrra ,  Sayonerr,  Sayonrra,  ah  so  desu 

If  you  find  no,  never  nind'ndji  I" will  be  an  awful  ness. 

Then  c.  Mustang  wont  in  bursting,  just  to  see  whet  he  could  .do. 

But  alas,  lie  made  a  pass,  and  that  was  all}  they  got  him  too. 
Thought  an  ’80:  I'n  so  great,  he* 11  never  get  a  shot  at  no. 
Wasn't  gone  long  when  his  swan  song  sounded  just  like  this  to  no. 

CHORUS : 

Sayonrra,  Sayonrra,  Sayonrra,  ah  so  desu 

If  you  find  no,  never  nind  me;  I  will  bo  an  awful  ness 

Then  a  Thunder jet  who  hadn't  blundered  yet,  thought  he'd  try  it 

alone . 

Like  a  blotter,  he  hit  the  wato;  ,  shook  the  hand  of  Davy  Jones. 

So  the  tally,  in  ny  alloy,  isn't  quite  like  all  the  claims. 

But  as  a  fair  course  to  the  Air  Force,  we  won ' t  mention  any  nanes. 


CHORUS: 


V 


.  J 
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A  MAN  WITHOUT  £  WOMAN 

A  man  without  a  wcoan, 

Is  like  a  boat  without  a  sail, 

Is  like  a  boat  without  a  rudder, 

Liko  a  kite  without  a  tail*. 

A  man  without  a  woman 

Is  liko  a  shipwreck  on  tho  sand. 

But  one  thing  worse  in  tho  universe, 

It's  a  woman  -  I  said  a  woman, 

I  moan,  a  woman  without  a  man. 

For  you  can  roll  a  silver  dollar 
Across  the  barroom  floor. 

It  will  roll,  because  it’s  round. 

A  woman  never  knows  what  a  good  man  she*  s  got 
Until  she  turn  him  down. 

Now  Honey,  listenj  Nov/  Honoy,  listen  to  me. 

I  want  you  to  understand 

That  a  silver  dollar  goes  from  hand  to  hand, 

While  a  woman  goes  from  man  to  man. 


TELL  ME  WHY 


Toll  me  why  the  ivy  twines. 
Tell  me  why  tho  stars  do  shino. 
Toll  mo  why  tho  ocean’s  blue. 
I’ll  tell  you  why, 

It’s  because  I  love  you. 


rv 


Tuna 


THE  BLUES  OP  CHIHHAE 
"The  Blues  in  the  Night" 


From  Chinhao  to  Pyongyang, 

Prom  Tr.geu  to  Seoul, 

Wherever  our  Mus tongs  go, 

I’ve  dropped  me  some  napalm. 

I’ve  fired  mo  six  rockets, 

But  there  is  one  thing  I  know, 

The  Chinese  ore  two-faced  . 

A  worriosomo  thing  who’ll 
Leave  you  to  sing, 

The  Blues  of  Chinhao, 

CHORUS: 

Hoar  the  Flak  a-blown’ 

See  tho  MiG’s  a-goin* 

WILKWEST ,  I  can't  get  my  tanks  off. 
Well  laddie,  you've  had  it, 
But'tUoro  is 'ono  thing  I  know. 

You  can't  do  a  thing 
But  sit  here  and  sing 
The  Blues  of  Chinhao. 

We  call  into  Mellow, 

We  thinks  we  are  yellow. 

But  on  to  tho  target  we  go. 

The  weather  is  stinkin' , 

But  there  is  ono  thing  I  know. 

The  80' s  can’t  do  it. 

They’re  bungling  things 
That  leave  you  to  sing 
The  Blues  of  Chinhao, 

CHORUS: 

Up  and  down  the  Yalu 

Hear  tho  pilots  yelling  -  HEY  YOU l 

By  order  of  Mac Arthur 

We  can't  do  a  thing 

But  sit  here  and  sing 

The  Blues  of  Chinhae, 


Wo  call  a  controller. 

He  str.  ts  boating  his  molars. 
His  answer  is  "Stand  by  Ploaso". 
"I’m  working  some  84’ s. 

I  do  wish  thoy' d  carry  more. 
Thoy’ro  only  fanning  the  breeze. 
They’ll  bo  through  in  a  minuto 
Then  you  can  come  in 
And  do  the  right  thing 
For  the  Group  from  Chinhao." 


CHORUS  j 

Coming  down  tho  Hale- tong, 

Pilots  like  to  sing  but  one  song. 
I’ve  finished  my  missions, 

Hew  let  me  go  fishing. 

But  the  first  thin  ho  doss 
Is  coao  in  to  buzz 
The  strip  at  Chinhao. 


Now  this  ends  my  story 
Of  Feme  and  of  Glory. 

Together  we've  known  hectic  days. 
We've  had  many  good  laughs, 

Tho  18th  and  Sough  AF’s, 

For  whom  wo  have  nothing  but  praise. 
Oh,  I'm  goin'  to  the  21 
And  tell  one  and  all 


Of  tho  deeds  large  and  snail 
Of  the  Group  from  Chinhac. 


RESERVISTS'  LAMENT 

(Done  to  the  tune  of  'Cigareets,  Whuskey,  and  Wild,  Wild  Winmin') 


I  was  a  civilian,  and  flew  on  weekends, 

No  sweat  about  clanks,  and  no  sign  of  the  bends. 

They  call  me  a  'retread',  as  older  I  grow, 

And  they  gave  me  a  Mustang,  it's  old  and  it's  slow. 

CHORUS; 

Si.nui.jUj  and  Anak,  and  Anju  and  sltaak. 

They : ii  drive  you  crazy, 

Taty M !  dri^e  you  insane. 

Quad. 50 'a  and  4 0's  and  100  sorties 
They'll  drive  you  ape- spit. 

They'll  drive  you  insane. 

Oh'  Once  I  was  happy  for  I  flew  a  jet. 

At  55,000  how  fat  can  you  get? 

But  they  sent  me  to  Nellis  for  six  weeks  to  train, 

And  gave  me  a  Mustang,  that  sad  aeroplane. 

CHORUS:*'  (fifgrp  os  above) 

So  I  strafed  and  I  boobed  and  I  shot  air-to-air. 

Then  off  to  Korea  I 'm  fouled  up  for  fair. 

I  came  to  K-10  just  to  fly  with  the  Group, 

b'y  hair's  turning  gray  and  my  wings  have  a  droop. 

CHORUS:  (Same  as  above) 

I  flew  my  first  mission  and  it  was  a  snapp. 

Just  follow  the  leader  and  didfi't  look  at  ny  map. 

But  now  I've  got  ninety  and  lead  a  sad  flight 
Go  out  on  armed  'reccies, '  and  can't  sleep  at  night, 

CHORUS t  (Same  as  above) 

Went  up  to  Mig  Alley  S~2  said  "No  sweat," 

If  I  hadn't  looked  'round,  I'd  be  up  there  yet. 

Six  Mgs  jumped  my  fanny,  the  Leader  yelled  "Break} » 
Sixty-one  and  3.000  how  my  knees  did  shake, 

CHORUS:  (Same  as  above) 

So  if  I  live  through  a  hundred  and  they  ask  for  more, 
I'll  tell 'em  to  shove  it  my  backside's  too  sore. 

They  can  ram  it  and  jam  it  for  all  that  I  care. 

Just  give  me  a  Wing  job,  a  desk  and  a  chair. 

CHORUS:  (Same  as  above) 

-From  Captain  Joseph  Broke, 

67th  Fighter  Bomber  Squadron 


Force  Magazine ,  August  1956,  featured  several  ditties  which 
will  no  doubt  be  remembered  by  World  War  II  airmen,  and  others  which 
originated  during  the  Korean  Action  or  which  evolved  fron  songs 
written  earlier.  An  example  of  the  latter  occurred  when  Amy  Air 
Force  pilots  in  World  War  I  penned  end  sung  "Beside  A  Belgian 
Estaninet" ,  to  the  tunc  of  "The  Dying  Hobo".  Our  counterparts  in 
World  War  II  retained  the  music ,  but  changed  the  title  and  words 
to  conform  with  "Beneath  A  Bridge  in  Sicily".  Sadness  found  its 
permanent  hone  in  the  shorter  Korean  version  entitled  "Beside  A 
Korean  Waterfall",  wherein  the  "Dying  Hobo"  still  existed,  but 
became  the  "Frozen  Chosen"  variety.  Here  again,  wo  reprint  for  the 
usd  of  all  Air  Force  personnel. 


"BESIDE  A  BELGIAN  ESTailMET" 


Besides  a  Belgian  '  staninct, 

When  the  snoke  had  clearcdnavray, 
Beneath  a  busted  Crnol, 

A  fighter  pilot  lay. 

His  throat  was  cut  by  the  tracing  wire. 
The  tank  had  hit  his  head ; • 

Coughing  a  spray  of  dental n-;ork, 

Those  are  the  words  that  ho  said: 


"Oh,  I'n  going  to  a  better  lnnd- 
Thoy  jazz  there  every  night j 
Bourbon  grows  on  the  bushes, 

So  overyono  stays  tight* 

"They've  torn  up  all  the  calendars, 
They've  busted  all  the  docks. 

And  little  drops  of  whiskey, 

Cano  trickling  down  the  rocks . 11 

The  pilot  breathed  those  Inst  few  words 
Before  ho  jassod  av/ay:  A 
"Now  let  no  tell  you  how  ft  happened- 
My  flippers  wouldn't  stay, 

"The  engine  wouldn1 1  hit  at  all, 

The  struts  were  far  too  few; 

A  bullet  hit  the  gas  tank. 

And  the  gas  cane  lading  through. 

"Oh,  I'  n  going  to  n  bettor  land. 

Whore  the  engines  always  run, 

Where  eggnogs  grow  on  eggplants. 

And  tho  pilots  grow  a  bun# 


"They've  got  no  Sops,  they've  got  no  Spads, 


"BENEAIH  A  BRIDGE  IN  SICILY" 

Beneath  a  bridge  in  Sicily, 

Ono  cold  and  wintry  day, 

Beside  a  busted  fighter  plane. 

Its  forocr  pilot  la  Jr, 

His  throat  was  cut  by  a  bracing  wire, 

The  gas  tank  had  hit  his  hoadj 

dnd  he  listened  to  these  dying  words. 

His  young  observer  said: 

"We're  going  to  a  bette:  land, 

Where  everything  is  bright} 

Where  noncy  grows  on  bushes, 

And  you  shack  up  every  night, 

"You  never  have  to  work  at  all, 

Not  even  to  change  your  socks; 

And  little  drops  of  whiskey, 

Cano  trickling  down  the 'rocks." 

A 

Then  the  pilot  muttered  a  last  fow  words , 
Before  he  passed  away}  ; 

"I'll  toll  you  how  it  happened- 
The  propeller  ran  away, \ 

"The  engine  wouldnH  hit  at  all, 

The  gas  was  far  too  fewj 
Then  a  bullet  hit  the  gas  tank. 

And  the  gas  erne  leaking  through, 

"Oh,  I'n  going  to  a  bettor  land, 

Whore  engines  always  ruaj 
Whore  eggnogs  grow  on  eggplants. 

And  pilots  grow  a  bun, 

'"They  have  no  interceptors. 

No  Junkers  thirty-four. 

And  great  big  frosted  juleps 
Arc  freo  in  every  store." 


(Continued  on  next  page) 


Tho  observer  said  to  the  pilot, 

Is  heavenward  they  flow, 

"Now,  when  wo  see  Saint  Peter, 

I’ll  toll  yon  whrt  we’ll  do- 

”We ’ 11  get  ourselves  sane  brand  new  wings, 

^nd  back  to  orrth  we'll  fly; 

i*nd  we'll  haunt  those  lousy  krauts. 

Until  the  day  they  die. 

”0h,  we ' re  going  to  a  better  land, 

Ug ’ 11  jazz  there  every  night, 

And  the  cocktails  grow  on  bushes, 

So  every  one  stays  tight. 

'They’ve  torn  up  all  tho  calendars. 

They' vc  bustod  all  tho  clocks, 

And  scotch  and  rye  and  bourbon 
Cone  flowing  down  tho  rocks." 


"BESIDE  A  KORKIN  WATERFALL" 


Bo side  a  Korean  waterfall, 

One  bright  and  sunny  day, 

Beside  a  shattered  Sabre, 

A  young  pursuitor  lay. 

His  parachute  hung  fron  a  nearby  tree, 
He  was  not  yet  quite  dead, 

So  listen  to  the  very  last  words, 

The  young  pur suiter  said: 


"I 'n  going  to  a  better  land, 

Where  everything  is  right; 

Where  whiskey  flows  fron  telegraph  poles, 
And  there's  peker  every  night. 

"There,  there  isn't  a  single  thing  to  do, 
/r~\  But  sit  around  and  sing; 

And  all  the  crews  arc  wonen~ 

'  \Nv~_  Oh,  Death,  where  is  thy  sting? 

\ 

"Oh,  Death,  where  is  thy  sting? 

Oh,  Death,  where  is  thy  sting? 

The  bells  of  hell  will  ring  ding-a-ling- 
For  you  but  not  for  no l" 
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"CASEY  JOKES" 


i 


* 


! 


Tho  following  World  War  II  ballad 
B-17  crows  of  the  Eight  Air  Fpreo,  and 
thorvprosont  nano,  "Casey  Jones", 


was  the  cannon  property  of 
was  sung  to  the  tuno  of  it' s 


Now,  cono  all  you  airnen  if  you  want  to  hear. 
The  story  of  a  bravo  aviate  or, 

Casey  Jones  was  the  pilot’s  nmo, 

On  a  big  four  engine,  boys,  he  won  his  fane. 

When  they  workc  dhscy  up  it  was  black  as  sin. 
Operations  told  Cfescy  that  the  target’s  Berlin. 
Casey  could  toll  by  the  lines  on  th~  nap, 

That  this  was  gonna’  be  his  final  lap. 


CHORUS: 

Casey  Jones,  linos  on  the  nap, 

Casey  Jones,  his  final  lap, 

Casey  Jones,  lines  on  tho  na.p— 

Yes,  this  was  gonna’  be  his  final  lap. 


The  major  said,  "Boys,  there’ll  be  sane  flak." 

Casey  could  toll  by  this  that  he  wouldn’t  be  back: 

Ho  turned  to  his  crow  and  this  is  what  he  said, 

"We're  gonna’  nakc  it  to  Berlin  but  we'll  all  be  dead." 


Casey  walked  into  tho  drying  roon. 

He  hollered  for  his  clothing  with  an  awful  boon, 
Tho  sergeant  knew  by  the  bastard' s  groans, 

That  the  nan  at  the  counter  was  Casey  Jones, 

CHORUS: 

Casey  Jones,  the  nan  at  the  counter, 

Casey  Jones,  by  his  noans  and  groans, 

Casey  Jones,  the  nan  at  the  counter— 

Yes,  the  nan  at  the  counter  was  Casey  Jones. 

Casey  took  off  an  all  he  left  was  snokc. 

He  said,  "I've  got  a  present  for  the  IEJUAJNVQLK. 
Thoy  nay  get  no  but  I'n  here  to  tell, 

There' 11  be  a  lot  of  Nazis  down  in  hell." 


(Continued  on  next  page) 


The  forned  up  over  Bunchcr  twenty-eight . 

Caacy  could  toll  they  were  gonna*  bc°lrto. 

Ho . called  up  the  loader  over  VHF, 

Said,  "We'd  better  hurry  up  or  we*  11  all  be  left.*' 

CHORUS: 

Casey  Jones,  we’d  better  hurry  ut>. 

Cesay  Jonos,  or  we'll  all  be  left. 

Casey  Jonos,  wo*d  better  hurry  up- 

los,  we’d  better  hurry  up  or  we ' 11  all  bo  loft. 


Now  Casey  was  flying  in  the  dinnond  that  day. 

Ho  said,  "For  the  LUFTWLFFS  I’ll  bo  easy  prey. 

There's  gonna'  bo  a  decoration  cooing  to  no. 

But  it'll  be  the  Purple  Heart posthumously •” 

He  took  a  burst  of  flak  between  three  and  four* 

Ho  yelled,  "That's  all,  brother.  There  ain' t  any  nore . " 
They  couldn’t  bail  out  so  they  rodo  her  in. 

CHORUS: 

Casey  Jones,  couldn't  bail  out. 

Casey  Jonos,  they  rode  her  in. 

Casey  Jonos,  couldn't  bail  out- 

No,  they  cound't  bail  out  so  they  rodo  her  in. 

Fireball  leader  called  to  follow  Low. 

Said,  "See  that  awful  sight  down  there  below?" 

Yellow  said,  "I'll  bet  you  half  a  crown 

That  he  landed  on  the  gunner  that  shot  hin  down." 

CHORUS: 

Casey  Jonos,  landed  on  the  gunner. 

Casey  Jones,  that  shot  hin  downl 

Casey  Jones,  landed  on  the  gunner- 

Yes,  he  landed  on  the  gunner  that  shot  hin  down. 

The  boys  wore  awful  sad  that  evening  in  the  club. 

They  sconod  to  think  that  sore  one  had  flubbed  their  dub. 
The  colonel  said,  "There'll  bo  no  nore  of  this- 
Thcro's  another  crew  waiting  at  the  station  in  Diss." 


"TH-i  s:.q:  of  ti ti  swede" 

Tunc  -  "Utah  Carl" 


Heavy  bonber  non  also  erne  up  with  ;,Tho  Saga  of  the  Swede",  , 
suns  to  the  cowboy  melody  of  "Utah  Carl",  which  in  the  case  of 
personnel  ct  Kaclcna  air  Base  will  bo  of  interest  only  to  certain 
sclccoed  personnel  in  ferrying  supplies  ahd  in  providing  weak 
vocal  competitive  entertainment  to  the  apeompaninent  of  a  sraison 
or  Jew's  Harp.  (Editor's  Hoto:  This  is  po  reflection  necessarily 
upon  other  than  fighter  units  using  the  sane  club  facilities.) 


m 


We  wore  going  on  a  nission 
And  the  Swede  was  on  ny  right, 

When  the  leader  nrde  a  steep  turn  to  the  loft. 
Oh,  the  Swede  ho  racked  it  over, 

And  he  held  it  in  there  tight, 

But  he  couldn't  held  it  there  despite  his  heft. 

Oh,  the  Jerries  they  did  bounce  him 
As  ho  fell  off  in  a  skid. 

So  I  cut  back  ny  four  throttles 
To  go  back  and  help  the  kid. 

It  was  too  late  when  I  got  there, 

He  was  going  down  in  fla.no, 

And  it's  lucky  that  I  didn't  get  the  sane. 

Oh,  the  Jerries  they  did  bounce  him. 


And  I 


artfully, 


If  you  will  fly  your  missions 
You  must  cut  across  your  knee. 

Now  you  all  have  hoard  ny  story, 
It's  the  Srga  of  the  Swede, 
nnd  3'ou'll  never  make  a  stoop  turn 
When  you're  flying  in  the  lead. 


^  ^ . 


*V  -4,  4 


♦  "Down  in  the  VrUey"  was  the  br.sis  for  the  extremely 

popular  "Down  the  Ruhr  Valley"  of  World  War  II,  and  evolved 

■x  into  the  Korern  version  of  "K-14  Tower".  Both  are  short  • 

*  and  sweet,  say  little,  but  appear  to  have  boon  concocted 

for  fighter  pilots  signing  off  following  the  rendering  of 
"Good  Night,  Ladies".  With  tho  sane  thought  in  nind,  this 
unofficial  publication  signs  off  with  these  two  shorties, 
and  wishes  you  pleasant  nclodies.  \ 


"DOWN  THE  RUHR  VALLEY" 


Dovm  the  Ruhr  Valley,? 
Valley  so  low, 

Sono  chair -borne  bastard, 
Said  we  nust  go. 

Flak  loves  big  bonbers , 
Fighters  do,  too, 

?-51  boys. 

Where  arc  you? 


Write  no  a  letter, 
Sond  it  to  no, 

Send  it  in  care  of, 
Stalag  Luft  Throe. 


"K-14  TOWER" 


K-14  tower, 

I'n  going  in, 

North  of  the  airdrone, 
Augoring  in. 


Call  out  your  crash  trucks, 
Your  neat  wagon,  too, 

Call  out  tho  chaplain, 

I'n  feeling  so  blue. 

Take  heed.  Junior  Birdnen, 
This  talc  of  renorse, 

An  airplane  can  throw  you. 
As  quick  as  a  horse. 


